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SONG LI. 


O R haughty Philli; Dy pines, 
In his pale Cheeks the Roſes fade; 


The gaily chearful Sports refians, 
And ſeeks the ſweetly ſoothing Shade. 


Now by the Stream ſupine he lyes, 
Or oer the Mead does frantick ſtray ; 
Or to the rocky Mountain hies, 
&s Love directs the various Way. 
B 
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To Groves, to Sticams, to W:lds, alone, 
The Fire that thrills his Veins reveals, 

Nor to the Rock pours forth his Moan, 
Since babling Echo ne'cr conceals, 


At length the Nymph for T% %%, buras, 
And coole his ſwift-couſuming Flaue : 

Pleas d Ihyrſis ſmiles, fad Phillis mourns, 
And riſing Bluſhes ſpeak her Shame. 


To mute Abodes the perjur'd Youth 
No more repeats a Paſſion feigu'd; 

Tue Village nngs with the fad Truth, 
For Thyrfis boalts a Conqueſt gain d. 


If only to the Field or Stream, 
When the kind Maid his Patiion cas'd, 
H. I Thyrfis told the golden Dream, 
Then Philli, had not been diſpleas'd. 


SONG Il. 


AF T me ſome foft and cooling Breezc 


To }# ind/or's ſhady, kind Retreat, 

Where ſylvau Scenes, wide-ſpreading Trees, 

Repel the raging Dog-itar's Heat: 
Where tufted Grafs, and moſſy Beds 
Afford a rural calm Repoſe; 1 

Where Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 

And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 


Old oozy Thames that flows faſt by, 
Aon g the ſmiling Valley plays, 
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His glatſy Surface chears the Eye, 
And thro' the flow'ry Meadow ſtrays: 


His fertile Banks, with Herbage green, 
His Vales with ſmiling Plenty ſwell; 
Where'er his purer Stream is ſeen, 


The Gods of Health and Pleaſure dwell. 


Let me thy cleat, thy yielding Wave 
With naked Arm once more divide; 
In thee my glowing Boſom lave, 
And ſtem thy gently-rolling Tide. 


Lay me with Damask Roſes crown'd 
Beneath ſume Oſier's dusky Shade; 

Where Wates-Lilics paint the Ground, 
And bubling Springs refreſh the Glade. 


Let chaſte Clarinda too be there, 

With azure Mantle lightly dreſt ; 
Te Nymphs, bind up her ſilken Hair, 

Ye Zephyrs, fan her panting Breaſt, 
O haſte away, fair Maid, and bring 

The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love, 
To th:e alone the Muſe ſhall fing, 

And warble thro" the vocal Grove. 


DP SOWGC It 


H ſtay! ah turn! ah! whither would you fiye, 


Too charming, too relentleſs Maid 
I follow net to conquer, but to die 3 
You of the fearful arc afraid. 
| B 32 


Select CorLECTiON 
In vain I call; for ſhe like fleettng Air, 
When preſt by ſome tempeſtuous Wind, 
Flies ſwifter from the Voice of my Deſpair, 
Nor caſts ene pitying Look behind. 


— 


H LO E, fare the Gods above 


For our ſoys did you compoſe, 


Graceful as the Queen of Love, 
Wanton as the billing Dove, 
Fragrant as the blowing “ ſe. 


Wit and Beauty both we fie! 


S:iiving which ſhall arm you moſt ; 


Doubly, C'2e, thus you bind, 
Had not Nature made you kind, 
Ve alas! were duubly loſt. 


— 


SONG IV. 


SONG V, 
T erhon when you ſee me fly, 

L:t not this your Fear create, 
Maids may be as often ſhye _ 
Out of Love, as out of Hate: 


When from you I flye away, 
It is becauſe I dare not ſtay. 


Did I out of Hatred run, 
Leſs you'd be my Pain and Care: 
Bart the Youth I love, to ſhun, 
Wy can ſuch a Trial beat? 
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Who, that ſuch a Swain did ſee, 
Who could love and fly like me? 


Cruel Duty bid me go, 

Gentle Love commands me ſtay ; 
Duty's ſtill to Love a Foe, 

Shall I This, or That obey ? 
Duty frowns, and Cupid ſmiles, 
That defends, aud This beguiles. 


Ever by theſe Chryſtal Streams 
I could fit, and hear thee figh : 
Raviſh'd with theſe pleafing Dreams, 
Oh! 'tis worſe than Death to fly : 
But the Danger is ſo great, | 
Fear gives Wings, inſtead of Hate. 
Strephon, leave me, if you love me, 
If you ſtay, I am undone; 
Oh! with caſe you may deccive me, 
Prithee, charming Swain, begone: 
Heav'n decrees that we ſhould part, 
That has my Vows, but you my Heart, 


SONG VI. 
Pbraid me not, capricious Fair, 
With drinking to Exceſs: 
I ſhould not want to drown Deſpair, 
Were your Indiff rence leſs. 


Love me, my Dear, and you ſhall find, 


When that Kxcuſc is gone, 
B 3 
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That all my Blifs, when C7/ge's kind, 
I; fix'd on her alone, 


The Got of Wine the Vitlory 
To Beauty yields with joy; 
For Bacchus ouly drinks like ine, 

When Artadne's coy, 


SONG VII. 
HLOF, a Coquet in her Prime, 
The vaineſt, fickleit Thing alive; 
Behold the ſtrange Effects ot Time! 
Alarcics, and doats at Forty Five. 


So Weathercucks, that for a while 
Have vecr'd about with ev'ty Blaſt, 

Grown old, and deſtitute of Q.1, 
Ruſt to a Point, and fix at laſt. 


SONG VIII. 


E (pairing beſide a clear Stream, 
A Shepherd fortaken was lad, 
And wh ilit a falſe Nymph was tis Theme, 
A Willos ſupported his Head: 
The Wind that bl-w over the Plain 
To his Sighs with a Sigh 14 reply, 
And the Brook, in return to his Pains 


Ran mourafully mutmuring by. 
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Alas! filly Swain that I was, 
Tl.us ſadly cor plaining he cry d, 
V hen firſt I beheld that fair Face, 
"T'were beitet by far I had dy'd: 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd rhe dear Tongue, 
When ſhe ſmil'd, 'twas a Pleaſure too greatz 
I liſten'd, and cxy'd, when ſhe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever fo ſweet ? 
How fooliſn I was to believe, 
She could Joat on ſo lowly a Clown ? 
Or, that her fond Heart would not grieve 
To forſake the fine Folks of the Town: 
To think that a Beauty ſo gay, 
So kiad and ſo conſtant would prove, 
To goclad like our Maidens in Grey, 


And live in a Cottage m Love. 


What tho' I have Skill to complain, 
Tho' the Muſes my Temp! « have crown'd ? 
What tho' when they hear my ſoft Strain, 
The Virgins ſit weep.ng «count ? 
Ah Collin“ thy Lopes acc 1 an, 
Thy Pip: and thy Lauccl icuyn, 
Thy fair one inclines to a Swain, 
Whoſe Mufick 1s ſaceter tue thine, 
And you my Cumpaaions ſo d-r, 
Who forrow tv fce ine betray J, 
Whatever I {utfer, forbear. 
Forbear to accuſe the falt- laid : 
If thru' the wide World 1 fhuuld ranges 
"Tis 1a yaa from my Fortune tv fly, 
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"Twas hers to be falſe, and to change, 
»Tis mine to be conſtant, and die 


If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
In her Breaſt any Pity is found, 
Let her come with the Nymphs of the Plain, 
And ſce me laid low in the Ground : 
The laſt humble Boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew, 
And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 
Let her own that her Shepherd was trvc. 


Then to hcr new Love let her go, 
And deck her in golden Array, 
Be fineſt at e'ery fine Show, 
And frolick it all the long Day. 
While Collin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhat{ be heard of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale Moon 
His Ghoſt ſhall glide ever the Green, 


—— * 
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SONG IX. 


L L in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 
The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
O where ſhall I my true Love find! 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell ine true, 
If my ſweet N iiliam ſails among the Crew? 


Filiam, who high upon the Yard, 
Rock d with the Billows to aud fro, 
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Soon as her well-known Voice he heard, 


He figl'd, and caſt his Eyes below: 
The Cord flies fwiltly thro” his glowing Hands, 
And quick as Lightning on the Deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet Lark, high pois'd in Arg 
Shurs cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 
(If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear) 
Aad drops at once into her Neſt: 
The nobleſt Captain in the Erith Fleet 
M ;ht envy William's Lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweet. 


O $«/an, Suſan, lovely Dear, 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wiye © f that falling Tear, 
We only part to meet again: 


Chang- as ye lift, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 


The faithful Compaſs that ſtill points to thee, 


Belie ve not what the Landmen ſay, 

Who tempt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind; 
They'll tell thee, Sailors, when away, 

In &'ery Port a Miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them, when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoc'er I go. 


If to fair Iadia's Coaſt we ſail, 

Thine Eyes are ſeen in Di'monds bright; 
Thy Breath is Afric's ſpicy Gale, 

Thy Skin is Ivory ſo white: 
Thus e'ery beauteous Objett that I view 
Wakesin my Soul ſome Charm of lovely Sue. 


— — — — — — — — 
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Tho Battle calls me from thy Arms, 
Let not my pretty S ſſ e mourn 
Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms 
IFilliam ſhall to his Dear ret urn. 
Love turns aſide the Balls that wund me fly, 
Leſt precious Tears ſhould fall from Suſan's Eye. 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
The Sails their ſwelling Boſoms ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on Board: 
They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd. he hung his Head. 


Her leſs'ning Boat unwilling rows to Land, 
Adieu, the cry'd 3 and wav'd her Lily Hand. 


22 — 


SONG X. 


H E Sun had juſt withdrawn his Fires, 
And Phabe ſhone with milder Ray, 
When T5yrſis to the Grove retires, 
As Love had pointcd out the Way, 


His trembling Knees the Turf receives, 
His achiag Head the Cowſlips preſs; 

His Breaſt, that Sighs alone had eas'd, 
At laſt gave Way to this Addreſs. 


O Queen, that guid'ſt the filent Hours, 
If &er Endymion ſooth'd thy Pain, 

By all thy Joys in Carian Bow'rs, 
Reſtore me Roſalind again. 


To thee my mournful Plaint I ſend, 
Protoctreſs of the virtuous Mind, 
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Do thou thy chaſte Aſſiſtance lend, 
Venus is lewd, and Cid blind. 
Behold theſe Cheeks, how pale, how wan 
That once were grac'd with toſie Pride: 
Dim ate my Eyes, their Luſtre goue, 
My Lips a purple Hue detide. 
To wretched me it nought avails, 
That Phabus ſelf has Crung my Lyre ; 


Since Platus, worthleſs God, prevails, 
And only ſordid Wealth caa fire, 


The Nightingale, that pines with Love, 
With melting Notes does Grief ſuſpend; 

Me Verſe, nor ſweeteſt Sounds can move, 
My Torments ſhe alone can end, 


But hark! the Raven's direful Croak, 
Join'd with the Owl's ill-boding Skriek, 

In frightful Conſort Fate have ſpoke ; 
Alas! my Love- ſick Heart will break. 

Too cruel Nymph, haſte, haſte au ay, 
Aud ſee your Victim proſtrate lye ; 


I faint, I can no longer ſtay, 
O Roſalind, for thee I dic! 


— ———— 


SONG XI. 


3 E. Sun was ſunk beneath the Hill, 
The weſtern Clouds were lin' with Golds 
The Sky was clear, the Winds were ſtill, 
The Flocks wor: peat within the Fold : 
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When from the Silence of the Grove 
Poor Damen thus deſpat d of Love. 


Who ſecks to pluck the fr iprant Roſe 
From the bate Rock, or czy Beach: 
Wio ftom cach barren Weed grows, 

Ex petis the Grape, or bluſliiny, Peach: 
With equal Faich may hope to find 
The Truth of Love in Womankind. 


I have no Herds, no fleecy Care, 

No Fields that ware with golden Grain: 
No Paſture green, nor Garden fair, 

A Damſel's venal Heart to gain: 
Ihen all in vain my Sighs mult prove, 
For I alas! have nought but Love. 


How wretched is the faithful Youth, 
Since Womens Hearts are bought and ſold 
They ask not Vous of laced Truth, 
Whenc'er theyfigh, they ſigh for Cold; 
Gold can the Frowns of Scotn remove, 


But I alas! have nought but Love. 


To buy the Gems of Indra's Coaſt, 

What Wealth, what Treaſure can ſuffice ? 
Nor all their Fire can ever boaſt 

The living Luſtre of her Eyes: 
For theſe the World tco cheap would prove, 
But I alas! have nought but Lose. 


» 


© Hlvia, ſince nor Gems not Ore, 
Can with your brighter Charms compare, 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 13 


Cnſidet that | profer more, 
More ſellom found a Heart fn:ers : 
Let Treaſure meancr Boauties move, 


Who pay» thy Worth, mult P in hs ve. 


1 


SONG XII. 
LEXIS ſing his fellow Swains, 
4 Their rural Sparts and jocund Strains, 
Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's Pow; 
He loſt his Crook, he left his Flocks, 


And wand'ring chro the lonely Rocks, 
He nuuriſh'd endleſe Woe. 


The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came, 
His Grief ſome pity, ot! ers blame ; 
The fatal Caulc «ll kin diy ſeek; 
, He mingled his Concera wilt theirs, 
He gave them back thei: Friendly Tears, 
He f6gh'd, bet could not ſpeak, 


Clcyinda came among the reſt, 
And ſhe too kiud Concern expreſt, 
And ask'd the R2aſon of his Woe ; 
? She ask d, but with an Air and Mien 
That made it eaſily foreſeen, 
She foat d too much to know. 


The Shepherd rais'd his mournful Head, 
And will you pardon me, he laid, 
While I the crucl Truth reveal : 


C 
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Which noching from ny Brealt ould (car, 


Which never ſhould offend you; Eat, 
But that you bid me tell. 


"Tis thus | rove, "tis thus complaing 

Sin.c yon appzar'd uron the Plain, 
You are tlie Cauſe of ll my Cue; 

Your Eyes ten thouſand Davgers dart, 


Ten thouſand Torments vex my Hear: 
I love, and I deſpair. 


Too much, Alex::, I have heard, 

"Tis what I thought, 'tis u bat I fcar'd, 
And yet I parton you, ſhe cry'd; 

But you ſhall promiſe ac'er again 

To break your V ows, or (peak your Pain . 


He bow d, obey'd, acl ly'd. 


— — 


SONG XII. 


Au chi ie them from tie on Face 
Tucy can behold with Love, 


To ſhun your Scota, and cate my Care, 
t ſcek a Nymph mote kind, 
Ard when I rove from Fair to Fair, 


Much gentler Uſage find. 


But ah! how faint is e'cry Joy, 
Where Nature has no Part! 

New Beauties may my Eye, cmploy- 
But you engage my Heart, 
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So reſtleſs Exiles, as they roam, 
Meet Pity ev'ry where; 

Bat languiſh for cheir native Home, 
Tho' Death attend them there. 


SONY XIV. 
HAT tho' they call me Country Laſs, 
L read it plaialy in my Glaſs, 
That for a Du:heſs | might paſs, 
Oh could I fer the Day 
Would Fortune bet attend my Call, 
At Park, at Play, at Ring, at Ball, 
I'd brave the proudeſt of mall, 
With a Kand by — Clear the Way! 


Surrounded by a Croud oi Beaus, 
With ſmart Tovperts, and powder'd Clothes, 
At Rivals Lil turn up my Noſe, 
On! could I fee the Day! 
III dart ſuch Glances from theſe Eyes, 
Shall make ſome Nobleman my Pe; 
And then, Oh how I'll tyrannize! 
With a ſtand by Clear the Way ! 
O then for Grandeur and Delight, 
For Ezuipage ani Di'monds bright, 
Au Fiamoeaus that outſhine the Light ; 
Oh! could ee the Day! 
Thus ever eaſy, ever gay, 
Le ill ſhall wear rle Night away, 
Ani Pleaſure crown the growing Day! 


With a ſtand by! Clear the Way! 
C 2 
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SONG XV. 


ROM native Sta'k the Province Boſe. 


I pluck'd with groen Attire: 
But oh upon its Graces hung 
A Has to Deſite. 


A vile, deſtroying preying Worm, 
v. ho ſewer) l in the Loaf, 

Mal rob me of the priftin Joy, 
And prov' the lucky Tit. 

S, be:uteons Ny my! 71700 oft are found 
Ther ilelt Men to tcult; 

Wile conan Lovers lead in vain, 


And die for bei g it. 


SONG. XVI. 


F Fhlli, denies m Kelief, 


I. su: angry, Ill feek it in Wine: 


Tho! ſh- laughs at my amorou Grief, 


At my Mirth why fthouli ſhe r-pine? 


Thie ſparkling Champaign ſtall remove 
Alte Ce f, ay dull Sal hasin Store 


My {icafon L lot when l loved, 
By diin!fng alt can Lav mute? 


V. Gul H ht:lli; but vit y my Pain, 


O. my @1'rous Vows woull approves 


te Juceutihe Cree Id difduiry 


Aud be drunk with nothing bur Lose. 


wi wil 


fe. 
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SONG XVII. 


HE Play of Love i: now begun, 
| And thu the Actions do go on: 
Siephan enamour'd courts the Nit, 
She hears him with a careleſs Air, 
And ſmiles to find him ia Love's Snare, 


The AQ Tune play'd, they meet again, 
Here Vity moves her tor his Pain, 
Which ſhe evades with ſome Pretence, 
And thinks ſhe can with Love diſſ caſe, 
But pants to hear a Man of Scnſc. 


The Third Approach her Lover makes, 

She colours up whene'er he ſpeaks, 
But with feign'd Slights ſtill puts him by, 
Ard faintly cries ſhe can't comply, 
Altho' ſhe gives her Heart the Lie. 


Now the Plot riſes, he ſeems ſhye, 

As if ſome other Fair he'd tiy: 
At which ſhe ſwells with Si lcen and Fear, 
Leſt one more wiſe his Love ſhould ſhare, 
Which yet no Woman c'er can bear. 


The lat AR now is wrought ſo high, 
That thus it crowns the Lover's Joy: 
She doe: no muice his Paſii on ſhun, 
He ſtrait into her Arms dots tun, 
The Cuttaln fall the Fl.y iz dont. 
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The SEQUEL. 


Þ TOW me Love's Plagues the Fairentn;'d, 
7 | Al with the Pleaſure $:r2 ou cloy'd, 
A le u' Content the Lover wrars, 
Aa w.th falſe Raptures ſooths her Fears. 
Wale his Retreat employs her Cares, 


Next Time they meet, a forc'd Reſpect 
Makes the Fair dread a cold Neglect 
Strait her full Boſon heaves with Sigbs, 
Yer th.) diſttacting Fears ariſe, 
Fond Love forbids to truſt her Eyes. 


Tertu:'d with Daabts ſhe next complains, 
AA aks if hers are fancy'd Pains ? 
With well-tim'd Rage he (ſwears he'll rore, 
Vows, tho' he burns, he'll never prove 
Ti.c curſt Fatigue of jealous Love. 


To bring him back all Arts ſhe ties, 
And bids his jealous Fuiy riſe, 
Pleas d, he that Siratage: Cling, 
Vows that no Fair ſhall give in Pains, 
That o'cra Fop conteurcd fc. 31s, 


With Crief diſtracted row ſhe burns, 

And to ſtern Ra ze her Paſſion tur us, 
On the whole Sex her Fury bends, 
And the firſt Blockhead that attend: 
Marries, and jilts, to gain bet Ends. 


. 
y d, 
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SON G XVIII. 
10G E NES, luly and proud, 
Who ſnetl'd at the Alaced, Youth, 
Delighted in Wine that was good, 
| Becauſe in good ine thee is Truth 
But growir g ad poor a> WS 7 , 
Ad unable to þ ure; 41 4 ask, 
H: choſe fo his manͤlon a Tub, 
Ard liv d by the Scent of ihe Cask. 
Heraclitus ne'er would deny 
To tipple and cheriſh his Heart, 
And when he was maudling, wou'd cr7, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his Quart 
Tho' ſoir.c are ſo fooliſh to think, 
He wept at Mens Follics and Vice, 
When was only his Culton to drink, 
Till che Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes. 


De merit us always was glad 
Of @ Bumper to chear up his Soul, 
And would laugh like a Man that was mad, 
V. hen over a full flowing Foul: 
As long as his Ceilar was ſtor'd, 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaff, 
Aud when he was drunk as « Lord, 
At thoſe that were ſyber he'd laugh. 
Cperntcas too, like the ret 
Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 
And thought that a Cup of the belt 
Made Reaſon the brighter to ſhine : 
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With Wine he zepleniſu'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel, 
Thea fancy'd it e World, like his Brains, 
Turn'd round like a Chariot Wheel. 


A-ilt tle, that Rlaſter of Arts, 
Had been bur a Dunce withoat Wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts, 
Is due to the Juice of the Vine: 
His Belly, moſt Authors agree, 
Was big as a watering= Trough, 
He thercfore leap'd into the Sea, 
Becauſe he'd have Liquor enough. 


Ol Plato, that learned Divine, 
He tondly to Wiſdom was prone ; 
But had it not been for good Wine, 
His Merit we ne'er ſhould have known : 
By Wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes Fancy with Wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 


SONG XIX. 
Ays my Uncle, I pray now diſcover 


What has beeu the Czuſe of vour Woes, 


That you pine and you whine ike a Lover? 
I've ſcen Mol Mogg of the Re/e ! 

O Nephew | your Gricf is but Folly, 
In Town yon may find better Progg, 
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Half a Crown there wil, get you a Molly, 
A Aol much bettet than A. ogg. 


The S:hool boys delight in a Play Days 
The Schy0o1-ma'ter'< Joy is to tlogg; 
Fop is the Delight of L ly 


But mine is in ſweet M7 og ry. 8 


Will of Niſ leads the Trav'ler a-ga.lding 
Thro' Ditch ard thro' Quagmire and Bog. 
But no L'g!r can c'er ſet me © Jing, 
But the Eyes of my ſweet A Mngg. 


For Guineas in other Mess Breeches 
Your Gameſters will palm ad will cogg, 
But I envy them rene of thee Riches, 
So I palm my ſseer Ny egg. 
The Heart that's alt-wounded is ranging, 
It here and there leaps like a Frog, 
But my Hart can never be changing, 
'Tis ſo fix'd on my (weet Molly Mogs. 


I know that hy Writs 'tis recited, 

That onen, at beſt, arc a Clogg; 
But Um nat ſo eafily f.ighted 

From loving my ſweet Mvlly Agg. 


A Letter when Lam intiting, 

C:mes chill ant gives me a Jogg, 
And l $5.1 all my Peper with writing 
1 . 17 a 7 

Or nothing but ſweet Vin'ly Al 22. 


I fe- I'm in Love to diſtraftion, 
My Senſes are loſt ina Yogg ; 
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Al in nothing can find $:tisfaftion, 
But in Thoug':ts of my ſweet Motil, Mogg. 


If I would not give up the Three Graces, 
I wiſh I were hang'd like a Dog, 

Ard at Court all the Drawing-room Faces, 
For a Glance at my ſweet Moi!y Megg. 


Foc thoſe Faces want Nature and Spirit, 
And ſcem as cut out of a Log; 
Tu 7505 Vun, aud P. Ils iert 


* * 1 7 8 7 
Unite iv my ſweet MAY Alggg. 


Were Virgil alive with his F/ illis, 
And w.iting another Eclogue, 

Toth his P/;!its and fair 4 yl, 
He'd give for my ſwect Mol'y Ag. 


When Molly comes up with the Liquor, 
The: Jealouſy ſets me a-gog, 

To be ſure ſhe's a Bit for the Vicar, 
And fo I ſhall loſe Molly Mogg. 


The Auſwer to the foregoing Vers. 


HEN to Women you make your Addreſs, 
Sirs, 
Remember the old Decalogue, 
And take Heed that you never tranſgteſs, Sirs, 


With that beautiful Toaſt, Mo'ly Mogg. 
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SONG XX. 


LNG, ring the Bar- hell of the Won, 
Great Bac calls for Wine; 
Halte, yierce the Globe, its Juices Greta, 
To whet him ere he dine. 


Have you not heard the Bottle cluck, 
When firſt you've poured forth? 

The Globe ſhall cluck as ſoon as tapp'd, 
To brood ſuch Sons of Worth. 


When this World's out, moce Worlds we'll have, 
Who date oppoſe the Call? 

If we had twice ten thouſand Worlds, 
Ere Night we'd drink them all. 


Sce, ſee our Drawer Atlas comes, 
His C.sk upon his back; 

Haſte! drink and (will, let's booze amain, 
Till all our Girdles crack. 

A520 <ry'd, let's drink amain, 
Leſt T:me ſhould go altray ; 

We'll make Time drunk, the relt reply, 
We Coils can make a Day. 

Brave Hercules, who took the Hint, 
Required Ie to drink, 

And made ram gorge ſuch Potions Cuwny 
That Time forgot to think. 


Enthinbing Dime thus overcome, 


Aud no:plids'd in the Valt, 
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Diitolv'd in the Erhere.l World, 
Sia d Lngufh'd, groan (| 112 I. N. 


Now Itmes no more, let's drink away ; 


Hang thnching, make ny Word: ; 
Like rruc-born Bacchonalian Souls, 


We'll get as deunk as Lords. 


SONG XXI. 
H ba py, happy Groves, 


Witn f> of our tender Loves; 
On happy, happy Shade, 
Where firlt our Vous were made 
Bluſhing, fighing, melting, dying, 
Looks would charm a Tove: 
A thouſand pretty things ſhe ſaid, 
And all was Love. 


But Co inna perjur'd proves, 
And forſ:kes the ſraly Groves; 
When I ſpcak of mutual Joys, 
Se knows not what I mean: 
Wanton Gl:inres, ford Oure tles; 
N.w none arc cen, 
Since the falſe deluding Fair 
L:tt the flow 'ry Green. 


Mourn ye Nymphs that ſporting play d 
V. here poor Streplon was betray'd, 

There the ſecret Wound ſhe gave, 
When I firſt was made her Slave. 
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SONG XXII. 


, WAs when the Seas were roaring 
With hollow blaſts of Wind, 

A Damſel lay deploring, 
All on a Rock reclin'd ; 

Wide o'er the foaming Billows 
dhe caſt a wiſhful Look, 

Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 
That trembled oer the Brook. 


Twelve Months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious Days ; 
Why didſt thou, vent'rous Lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the Seas? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel Ocean, 
And let my Lover reſt: 
Ah! what's thy troubled Motion 
To that within my Breaſt ? 


The Merchant robb'd of Treaſure, 
Views Tempeſts in Deſpair ; 
Put what's the Loſs of Treaſure, 
To loſing of my Dear? | 
Shou d you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Gold and Di'monds grow, 
You'd find a richer Maiden, 
But none that loves you fo. 
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SONG XXIII. 


F. E from the ſilent Grove le ris flics, 
And feeks, with ev'ry pleaſing Art, 
To caſe the Pain, which lovely Eyes 
Created in his Heart. 
To ſhining Theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving Airs, 
While thus to Muſick's Por the Swain ad: 
dreſs d his Pray'rs. 


Charming Sounds that ſreeetly Languiſh, 
Muſick, oh compoſe my Angruiſh ! 

Every Paſſion yields to the: 
Phabus, quickly then ralieve me, 
Gupid ſhall no more deceide me 

I'll ta ſprightlier Joys be frees 
Apolls heard the fooliſh Swain; 

He knew, when Daphne once he los 
How weak t'atlwage an amorous Pain, 
His own harmonious Art had prov'd, 
And all his healing Herbs how vain, 
Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpeaking Strings, 
Preluding to his Voice, and ſings: 


Sounds, tho charming, can't relieve thee; 
Do not, Shepherd, then deceive thee, 
* MuftcR 15 the Voice of Love, 
If the tender Maid belier: thee, 
Soft relenting, 
Kind conjenting, 
Will alone thy Pain remeve» 


in ad: 
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SONG XXIV. 
E E, ſee, my Sraphinzx comes, 


Alorn'd with ev'ry Grace; 
Look, Gods, from your celeſtial Domes, 
And view her charming Face. 


Then ſearch, and ſee if you can find 
In all your ſacred Groves, 

A Nymph, or Goddeſs, fo divine, 
As ſhe whom S:-2p/0p loves. 


_ — ETDErarens 
SONG XXV. 
HILE Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine 
in Alliance, 
With Forces united bid reſiſtleſs Defiance; 


By the Touch of her Lips the Wine ſparkles 
higher, 


And her Eyes by her drinking redouble their Fice. 

Her Cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their 
Colour, | 

As Flowers by ſprinkling revive with freſh Odour; 

His Dart dipt in Wine, Love wounds beyond 
curings [more enduting. 


And the Liquor, like Oil, makes the Flame 


By Cordials of Wine Love is kept from expiring, 
And our Mirth is enliven'd by Love and deſiing ; 
Relicving each other, the Pleaſure is laſting, 


And we never ate cloy'd, yet are ever ataftag. 
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Then Phillis begin, let our Raptures abuund, 
And a Kiſs and a Glaſs be ſtill going round , 


Our Joys are immortal, while thas we remove 


From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to Love. 


— — 8 8 


SONG XXVI. 


S Chloris full cf harmleſs Thought 
2 Beneath 2 Willow lay, 
Kind Love a youthful Shepherd brought, 
To paſs the Time away. 


She bluſh'd to be encounter'd ſo, 
And chid the am'rous Swain; 

But as ſhe ſtrove to riſe and go, 
He pull'd her down again. 


Ah! Cods, faid ſhe, what Charms are theſc; 
That conquer aud ſurprize ? 

Oh! let me. for unleſs you pleaſe: 2 
I have no Pow'r to riſe. 


She fainting ſpoke, and trembling lay, 
For fear he ſhould comply, 

Her lovely Eyes her Heart betray'd, 
Aud gave her Tongue the Lic. 


A ſudden Paſſion ſeiz d her Heart, 
In ſpite of her Diſdain, 

She found a Pulſe in ev'ry Part, 
And Love in ev'ry Vein. 


Thus ſhe, who Princes had deny'd, 
Wich all their Pomp and. Train, 


WA. 


Zen 
W | | 


LCL 


Dar it they there have learn'd ſuch ill, 


Aud may laugh and joy, „hen thou 
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Was ia the lucky Minute try'd, 
Aud yielded to the Swain. 


SONG XXVII. 


8 F. N D home my long- tray d Ryes to me, 
xk / Which ok! too long have dwelt wa the: ; 


Such forc'd Faſhions 
And falte Patlions, 
That they be 
Made by tice 
; it for no good Sight, keep them ſtill. 
gend bome my harmleſs Heart again, 
Which no unworthy Thought could tein; 
Pat if it has been taught by thine 
To make Jeſtings 
Of Proteſtings, 
And break both 
Word and Oath ; 


Keep it ſtill, tis none of mine. 
Vet lend me back my Heart and Eyes, 
That I may know aud ſee thy Lies, 


Art in Anguiſh, 
And doſt languiſn 
For ſome one 
That will none, 
Or prove as falſe as thou art now, 
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SONG XXVIII. 


E T Ambition fire thy Mind, 
Thou wert born o'er Men to reign, 
Not to follow Flocks defign'd ; 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain, 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet, 
Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread ; 

Joys, in Circles, Joys ſhall meer 
Which way cer thy Fancy lead. 


— 


SONG XXIX. 
Iſten all, I pray, to the Words I've to ſay, 
In Memory ſure inſert em; 
Rich Wines do us raife to the Honour of Bays : 
Que m non fecere diſertum? 


Of all the brisk Juice which the Cods do produce. 
Claret ihall be prefert'd before em; 

"Tis Claret ſhall ſtraight us Mortals create 
Alars, Bac:hus, Apollo, virorum. 

We abandon all Ale, and Beer that is ſtale, 
Roſa-ſolis, and damnable Hum 

But ſparkling Red ſhall raiſe up its Head 
Zove omne quod exit i um. 


— 


This is the Wine, that in former time 
Fach wiſe one of the Magi 

Mas wont to carouſe, in a Chaplet of Buughs, 
Rechbans ſub tegmipe fagi. 


Ys 
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Let the Hop be their Bane, let a Rope be theix 
Shame, 
Let the Gout and Cholick pine 'em, 
That offer to ſhrink in taking their Drink, 
Sen Gracum, five Latina u. 


Let the Glaſs fly about till the Bottle is out, 
Let each one do as he's done to; 

Vaunt thoſe that hug th' abominable Jug, 
"Mong us Heteroclita ſunto. 


There's no ſuch Diſeaſe as he that doth pleaſe 
His Palate with Beer for to ſhame us; 

"Tis Claret that brings to Fancy its Wings, 
And ſays, Mu, 2, m21jora canamis. 


He's either a Mute, or does poorly diſpute, 
That drinketh not Wine as we Men do; 

The more Wine a Man drinks, like à ſubtle Sptins, 
Tantum valet iſte loguendo. 


How it chears the Brains, how it warms the Veir's, 
How againſt all Croſſes it arm us 

How it makes him that's poor courageoully toa v 
Et mutatas diceye formas. 


Give me the Boy, my Delight and my Joy, 
To my Tautws t at drinks his Tale; 


By Wine he that waxes, in our Syntaxts, 
ER Verbum Perſonale. 


Art thou weak or lame, or thy Wits to blame? 
Call for Wine, and thou ſhalt have it; 
»Twill make thee to riſe, and be very wiſe, 


Cui vim natura negavit. 
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We have trolick Rounds, we have merry Co- 


downs, 
Yet nothing is done at random 
For when we're to pay, we club and away, 
14 eſt commune notaudum. 


No Vintners deny the Lads that arc dry, 
But give em Wine whate'er it coſt em; 

If they do not pay till another Day, 
Muanet alia ment” yeprſtu " 


Who n*'er fails to drink all clear from the Brink, 
With à ſwooth and even Swallow, 
Il offer at's Shrine, and call it divine, 


Et eit mim maguus Apollo. 


He that drinks ſtill, ard ne'er has his Fil, 
Has a Paſſage like a Conduit : 

Prisk Wise does inſpire with Rapture: and Þ ite, 
Sic ather ethea fundit. 


When we merrily quaff, if any go ot, 
And ilily offer to paſs ye, 
Give their Noſe a Twitch, and kick em i'tli' 
Britch, 
Nam compounutur ab aſe. 


have told ye plain, and will tell ye again, 
Be he furious as Orl.rnd 1, 

That he is an Aſs that from hence doth paſs, 

 Atht bibit ad oi Hau. 


| 


— 


1e, 


| You may be a Feſuit, for ought I Kn. 
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SONG XXX. 


7 IS too late for 2 Coach, 
And too ſoon to teel home : 
We've Freedom to ſtagger 
When the Town is our own, 


Let's whirl it away, 
And whip Six-pence round, 
Till the Drawers are founder'd, 
And the Hogſheads ſound. 


The Glaſs ſtays with you, Tom, 
Save your Tide, pull away, 
One Miaute at Midnight 
Is worth a whole Day. 


— = 


SONG XXXI. 

W H O comes there? ſtand, 
And come before the Conſtable, 

We'll know what you are, 

What makes you out ſo late ? 

Says the Midnight Magiſtrate, 

With his Noddle full of Ale, 

In a wooden Chair of State, 


Whence come you, Sir ? 
And whither do ye go ? 


Mc 


You may as well, Sir take me 
For a Mabometan. 
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He ſpeaks Latin, ſecure him, 
He's a dangerous Man, 


To tell vou the Truch, Sir; 
I am an honelt Tory; 
Here's a Crown to drinks 
And there n End of the Story - 
Good-morrow, Sir ; 2 civil Man 
Is always welcome : 


Go, Barnaby Bounce, 
Light the Gentleman home. 


——— — — 


SONG XXXII. 


Oung Corydon and Philli; 
Sat in a lovely Grove, 
Contriving Crowns of Lilies, 


Repeating Toys of Love 


But as they were a playing, 
She ogl:d to the Swain, 

It fav'd her plainly ſaying, 
Let's kits to caſe our Pain. 


A thouſand times he kiſt her, 
Laying her on the Green , 
But as he farther preſt her, 
A pretty Leg was ſeen. 
So many Beauties viewings 
His Ardour ſtil! encrcas'd, 
Ard greater Joys purſuing, 
He wander'd ver ker Bratt, 
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A laſt Fort ſhe trying, 
His Pathon to withſtand, 
Cry d, but tas faintly crying, 
Pray take away your Hand. 


| Young Corydon grown bolder, 
| The Minutes would improve ; 
This is the Time, he told her, 
To ſhew you how [| love. 0 


The Nymph ſeem'd almoſt dying, 
Ditfolv'd in amorous Heat, 
She kiſs'd, and told him ſighing, 


| My Dear, your Love is great. 
But Phillis did recover 


Much ſooner than the Swain 
She, bluſhing, ask'd her Lover, 
Shall we not kiſs again ? 


Thus Love his Revels keeping, 
Till Nature at a ſtand ; 

From Talk they fell to ilceping, 
Holding each other's Hand, 


1 


SONG XXXIII. 


O all ye Ladies vow at Land 
We Men at Sea indite 
But firſt would have ye underſtand 
| How hard it is to write ; 


P-, 
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The Muſes now, and Neptune too, 
We mult implore to write to you, 


For tho'the Muſes ſhoull prove kind, 
And fill our empty Brain, 

Yet if rough Neptune rouze the Wind, 
To wave the azure Main, 

Our Paper, Pen, and Ink, and we, 

Roul up and down our Ships at Sca, 


Then if we write not by each Poſt, 
Think not we are unkind, 
Nor yetconclude our Ships are loſt 
By Dutchmen, or by Wind; 
Our Tears we'll ſend a ſpeedier Way, 
The Tide ſhall bring them twice a Day 


The King with Wonder and Surprize 
Will ſwear the Seas grow bold, 

Becauſe the Tides will higher riſe, 
Than &'er they did of eld. 

Pur let him know, it is our Tears 


Bring Floods of Grief to II hitehall Stairs, 


Shou'd foggy Opd4zm chance to know 
Our ſad ard diſmal Story, 

The Dutch would ſcorn ſo weak a Foe, 
And quit their Fort at Govee 3 

For what Reſiſtance can they find 

From Men who've left their Hearts behind? 


With a ſal Ia, la. | 


\ 


j 
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Let Wind an! Weather do its worſt, 
Be you to us but kind ; 

Let Dathe vapour, Spantards curſe, 
No Surrow we ſhall find, 


TDis then ao matter how things go, 


Oc who's our Friend, or vihoy's Our Foes, 


To paſs our tedious Hours away, 
We throw a merry Main, 
Or elſe at ſerious Ombre play; 
But why ſhould we in vain 
Each other's Ruin thus purſue ? 
We were undone when we left you! 


But now our Fears tempeſtuous grow, 
And cat our Hopes away, 

Whiiit you, regardleſs or our Woes 
Sit cateleſs at a Play; 

Perhaps permit ſome happier Man 

To kifs your Hand, or ilirt your Fan, 


When any mouruf 1 Tune you hear, 
That dies in ev'ry Note, 

As if it fight with cach Man's Care, 
For being ou remote, 

Think then how ort:cn Love we've made 


To you, when all i.vuſe Tunes wee play'd. 


In Juſtice you cannot refuſe 
To thiak of our Diarcls, 


E 
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When we for Hopes of Honor lot 
Our certain Happineſs 
Al! thoſe Detigus are but to prove 
Our ſ{clve: more worthy of your Love. 
And now we've told you «il our Loves, 
And likewiſe all our Fears; 
In Hopes this Declaration moves 
Some Pity for our Tears; 
Let's hear of no Inconſtancy, 
We have too much of that at Sea. 


SONG XXXIV, 


6 now we've made our Hay 


The Son in Haſte 
Drives to the Welt, 
With Sports conclude the Day. 
Let every Man chule out his Lats, 
And then ſalute her en the Grafs ; 
And when you find 
She's coming kind, 
Let not that Moment pats. 
CHORUS. 


Neill tofs off eur Buols to tre Lowe and Th your, 


T all kind loving Girls aid the Lord of the Alan 
Ai Night when round the Hall we're ſat 

Vith good brown Buwls 

To cher our Souls, ; 
And raiſe a merry Chat; 


When Blood grows warm, and Love tuns i.igl: 


Aud 'okcs about the Table fly, 


| 


gur, 
A*. 
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Then we retreat, 
And that repeat 
Which all would gladly try. 
Let 'azy great on*S of the Town, 
Drink Night away, 
And ilcep all Day, 
Till Gouty they ate grown : 
Our mipl.tly Sports ſuch Vigour give, 
Tha: often times we do revive, 
Ant ut, our Dames 
V. ith {ſtronger Flames 
Than ary Prince allee. 


39 


SONG XXXV. 


HIS great World is a Trouble, 
Where all muſt their Fortunes bear; 
Make the moſt of the Bubble, 
You'll have but Neighbours Fare. 
Let not Jealouſy teaze ye, 
Think of nought but to pleaſe ye 
What's paſt, tis but in rain 
For Mortals to wiſh again. 


When dull Cares do attack ye, 
Drinking will thoſe Clouds repe:; 

Four tu'! Buntles will make ye 
Happy, they dem fail. 

Ifa Fifth ſhould be wanted; 

Ask the Gods, 'twiil be granted; 


E 2 
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Thus with Maſe you'll obtain 
A Remedy for all Pain, 


* 1 „ 


mm” — 


SONG XXXVI. 
D* not ask me, Charming Phillis, 


Vhy 1 lead you here alone, 


By this Dank of Pinks and Lilies, 3 
And of hoſes newly blows. * 
Tis not to behold the Beauty Lite 
Of thoſe Flow'rs that crown the Spriag: A 
"Tis to=—but I know my Duty, * 
Aud I dare not name the thing. 
a 2 You 
Tis, at worſt, but net denying, W 
W hy mould I thus icarti] be ? T j 
” Py - * 1 
.. iy FNloment. ſv. *:y flying, * 
Smiles, and ſays, make uf of me, W 
. Witte Sun doe; to tloſe Roſes, 
| lie the Beams play gently in, You 
Id ould - ut my Far oppoſes, \\ 
Aid dare not name the thing. Pear. 
8 | O 
Yet ! die it Tconceal it; U. 
Abl my Eyes, or ask your own ; 
And ir neither can reveal it, 3 
Think what Lovers tak alone. 1 
On this Rank of Piaks and Lilies, By \ 
5 Night I ſpeak what I woutl do; T 
? wou'd with my lovely 1“ i, | q 


- 


EL wou'd ; L xou'd——#! ' woru's you 
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5 0 NG XXXVIL 


O U meaner Beauties of the Night, 
Wi: pooriy ſatisfy bur Eves, 
Mie with your Tein ber then vou Lights 
Like common Propic of the Se., 


1 


Wat are vou when tlic Moon tuth riſe 2 


You Vintets, that f. It appear, 


Py 7 . Forple iaintles known, 
Love rhe pr 5 Virglus of the Year, 
A if: e S5 ring were all your oven g 


What aze yu len the Role is blown ? 


You warbling Chavters of the Wood, 
io fill our Ears wiih Naw; Lays, 
Thinl 1g your P #1on's underſtoad 
D menen Accents, what's your Praiſz, 


When 15 tlowe: | iet Voice Gott: raiſe 7 


You glorious Tiles of the Eat, 
Whuſc EX mien Fancics raiſes 
Pear, Rubies, Sprites, and rhe reſt 
Of z r.37 Gens; Wha It 15 yaur Prat, 
When the bi. 3 Di'mond Nic his Ra, 
So when my Prince! all he fern 
In Beauty ut her PF ac 4 
By Virtue. Lelt, then Choice, a Quanz 
Tell me, if ed nen: ei 


'Th Feli 8 4 4 1 7 6 1 fs 52h 


— — 


I —[—k — 


- 
a. 


* 
5 
4 
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The Rouſe, the Violet, the whole Spring, 
Unto her Breath for Sweetneſs run, 
Tie Di'mond's darkꝛu'd in the Ring, 
If ſhe appear, the Moon's undoac, 
1 As in the Preſence of the Sun. 


| _— - 


SONG XXXVIII. 


O Freund and to Foe, 
And to all that I know, 
That to Marriage Eſtate do prepare 
Remembcr your Days 
In their ſeveral Ways 
ie Trouble, with Sorrow and Circ. 


a 2 - g 
2 


tor he that doth look 
Is the marry d Man's Buok, 

Aud reads but the Items ul over, 
Shall find chem to come 

At length ro a Sum, 

1 Shall empty Parſe, Pocket aud Cour. 


In the Paſtimes of Love, 

When their Labour doth prove, 
Aud the Kinchin beginneth to kick, 

For this at. for that, 

Aud 1 kross rot for what, 
The Woman mult have, or be fler. 


There's jiem {et down, 
Por 4 loouſe-buly'd Gown, 
Lu lis ayaylng you mull not deceive her 


* 
Fo 


TI. 


eu. 


And 


An, 
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For a Bodkin, a-Rig g, 
Aud the other tine thing, 
For a Cotuet and Lace to be braver. 


Deli ver'd and well, 
Who 1s it can't tell, 
That while the Child lies at the Nipple, 
There's Item for Wine, 
"Mong Coflięs ſo fine, 
And Sugar to ſweeten their Tipple. 


There's Irm, I hope, 
For Starch and for Soap, 
There's Item for Fire and Candle, 
For better for worſe, 
There's [tem for Nurſe, 
The Baby to dreſs and to dand::, 


When ſwadled in Lap, 
T':erc's Item for Pap, 

ud Ile tor Pot, Pans and Lille: 
A Coral with Bells, 
Which Cuſtom compel:, 

Aud Item a Cruxn fur a Cradle. 


With Twenty odd Knacks, 
Which the little one lacks, 
Aud thus doth thy Pleaſure betray thee ; 
Yet this istle Sport, 
la Country and Court; 
Ten let not the Charges ditmay thee, 


21 ny 
8 Ya 
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SONG XXXIX. 


Herz lives a Laſs upon the Green, 


Could I her Picture draw, 
A. brighter Nymph was never ſeens 


She looks and reigns a little Queen, 


And keeps the Swains in Awe. 


Her Eyes are Cupid's Darts and Wings, 


Her Eye.brows arc his Bou, 


Her ſilkea Hair the Silver Strings, 


Which ſwift and ſure Deſtrudtion bring? 


To all the Vale below. 
If Paſtorella's Dawn of Light 


Can warm and wound us fo, 


Her Noon mutt be fo piercing bright, 


Fach glancing Beam would kill outright, 


Andev'ry Swain ſubdue. 


SONG XL. 


I Name is honeſt Harry, 
\ Ani L love little Mary, 
In fitted t, or jealous B, 
"11 * a 
Ull have my own Fegary. 
Mu Lore is blithe and by.ltome, 
Aale ot and fine 3+ c2n be, 
Preſb and zy as the Flure in 2 
Aud looks like Tick 4-D. .. 


4 


* 


23 
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And if ſhe will not hare me, 
That am ſo true a Lover, 

III drink my Wine, and ne'er repine, 
And down the Stairs I'll ſhove het. 


Bat if that ſhe will love, Sir, 
I'll be as kind as may be, 

Ull give her Rings, and pretty Things, 
And deck her like a Laly. 


Her Petticoat of Sattin, 
Her Gown of crim{un Tabby, 
Lac'd up before, and ſpangl'd ver, 
Fuſt like a Barthol'me: Baby, 


Her Waſtecat ſhall be ſcarlet, 
With Ribbans ty detogether; 

Her Steskings of a clouly Blue, 
Aul ber Shoes of Spaniſh Leather. 


Her Smo:| of fineſt Holland, 
And lac'd in ev'ry Quarter, 

Side and wide, and long enough 
To hang bctuw her Garter, 


Then to the Church I'll have her, 
Where we will wed together, 

And ſo come home when we have dong, 
In ſpight of Wind and Weather, 


The Fidlers ſhall attend us, 
And firſt play Jon come Lie me, 
And when that we have danc'd around, 
Then ſtrike up II or miſs me. 
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Then hey for little Mary, 1) 
»Tis ſhe I lore {lone Sir, 0 
Let any Men do what he can, 


I will hee her, or none, Sir, 


SONG XLII. 


Retiy Parrot ſay, when I was away, | 1 
N at h 1:212 WAS doing 2 | — 


With C':;it and Play 
We arc gay, 


1 Night and Day, 7 
4 Cod Cheer and Mirth reneuing; 

; Singing, laughing all, like pretty pretty Poll. Al 

Was no Fop ſo rude, bul.:iy to intrudey f 

And ke aſavcy Lover wou'd | W 

bs - Court and tcazr my Lady: 7 

4 A ving you know, : 7 

1 Mae for Shew, a 

5 call a Beau, w 

q Near her was always ready: j 

| Ever at ber Call, like pretty pretty Poll. A, 

1 Tell me with what Tir he approach'd the Fair, x 

[I And how ſhe cou'd with Patience beat WI 

: All he did ant utte:'d ; 

He ſtill addreſs d, N. 

Still careſ<'.!, f 

Kiſs'd and prefs'd ; 3 


Sung, prattl'd, lang, and flutter ; ö 
Vell teceiv'd in all, I. ke pretty pretty .. 
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4 


Di! le g IWayy at the clute of Da\ ) 
Or di be evetuſe to lay 
la a Corner d».!ging ; 
T @ Kant ot Light, 
When *twas Night, 
Spail'.i my Sight; 
Bur I bc;teve h:s Lodging 
Was within her Call, like pretty pretty Tc!!, 


SONG. XLII. 


Trifling Song you ſhall hear, 
B gun with a I., ard ended: 
All trij/ing People draw near, 
And I ſi:ail be nobly attended. 


Were it not for Ty:/!es a few, 
That lately have come into Play, 

The Alen would want ſomething to do, 
Ani the IV) nwen want tomething to fay 


What males Men trific in drefling ? 


Becauſe the Ladies, they know, 
Aire, by often pofſelling, 
That eminent Trifle a Beau. 
When thc Lover his Moments has ,,, 
The ile of Triffes to gain, 
No ſooner the Virgin is riſled, 
But a Tyi/{2 ſhall part them agar... 


What mortal Man woull be able 
Att it's half an Hour to .: 
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Ot who could bear a Tea- Table, 
Without talking Triſles for Hut? 


The Court is from Tri ſſes ſecure, 
Gold KN, are no Trifles, ue ſee; 

bite Ros are no Triſies, I'm furs, | 
Whatever their De zreys may be. | 


But if you will go to the Place, 
Where Trifle, abundantly breed, 
The Lerce will ſhew you his Grace 
Makes Promiſes Trifies indeed. 
A Coch with Six Home behind 
I count neither Triſſe nor Sim, 
Put, ye Code, how oft do we find 
A [2.4 ious Trifle within? 
A Fl: vf Comp rity, People think i 
A „er imacthirg as bad; 
Put it your contrve how to dlink it, 
Youlitind it no Trille by 44. 
A Fuba 2 Trifle at Soi 
Asa Ixile in Soriow 5 
A beweis Ide to Day, 
V. ho xn0ws witat may happen to morrow ? 
A Black- Cat 4 T. ile may cle a!;, 
Ori to hide ita Red may endenv out: 
Bit rf or cc the luyny is broke, 
We fitz!, have more Ei than ever, 


The Stage isa Trifle, they fay, 
The Rein pray carry along. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


j-Þ 


* 
— — — — — 
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Becauſe at every new Play, 
The Houſe they with Tyifles fo throng. 


But with People's Malice to trifle, 


And to ſet us all on a Foot, 
The Author of this is a Trifle, 
And his Song is a Trifle to boot, 


94 


— — — — 


SONG XLIII. 


Oafound thoſe dull Fools, 
Who, for Coitec ot Tea, 
Do fly the Delights 
Of true Burgundy, 


Hot Water can never 
Dull Humcurs expel; 
Four our Parts, Boys, let's 

Away to the Bell, 


To our Miſtreiſes Healths 
Let's take off our Glaiſes, 

And laugh at thoſe Tea- drinking 
Politick Aſles. | | 


—_— — i * 8 — 


— co 
— 


SONG XLIV. 


Iierta's all my Thought and Dream, 
She's all my Pleaſurc and my Pain; 
Liberia's all that I eſteem, 
And all I fear is her Diſdain. 
F 
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Her Wit, her Humour, and her Face, 
Pleaſe beyond all I felt before; 

Oh Why can't I admire her leis, 
Or dear Liberia love me more? 


Like Stars, all other Female Charms 
Ne'er touch my Heart, but feaſt mine Eye; 
For ſhe's the only Sun that warms, 


With her alone I'd live and dic. 


Immortal Powers, whoſe Work divine 
Inſpires my Soul with tov much Love, 
Graut your Liberia may be mine, 
ud then I ſhare your Joys above. 


SONG KXLV. 


Hoſts of ev'ry Occupation, 

I Fy'ry Rank, and ev 'ry Nation; 
Some with Crimes all foul and ipotted, 
Some to happier Fates allotted, 

Pref; the $:;gi4n Lake to paſs, 


Here a Soldier roars ike Thunder, 
DPrates of Werche:, Wine avd Plunder. 
Starotnzen here the Times accullug - 
Veeis Senle for Rhimes abutlug ; 

Lawyers chatt'riag, 

Courtters flatt'ring, 

Bullics rauting, 

Zealots canting, 

A 2ave> aud Fouls of eviy Cl. 


. 


yes 
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SONG XLVI. 


Man. A H lovely Nymph the World's on Fire; 
Vei!, veil thoſe cruel Eyes, 
Wim. The World may then in Flames expire, 
And boaſt that ſo it dies. 


Man. But when ail Mortals ate deſtroy'd, 
ho then ſhall ſing your Praiſc 2 
Wom. Thoſe who are fit to be employ'd ; 


The Gods ſhall Altars raiſc. 


SONG XLVII. 


HUS Dams knock'd at Czlia's Dov: | 
The Sign was {0 : 
She .nſwer'd, no, 
No, no, no. 


Again he ſigh A, again he pray d 
No, Damon, no, I am afraid; 
Conſider, Damon, I'm a Maid: 
Conſider, 
No; 
I'm a Maid, 
No, Ge. 
At laſt his Sighs and Tears made way, 
She roſe, and ſottly turn d the key 
Come in, faid ſhe, but do not ſtay ; 
may conclude, 
You will be tude; 


But if you are, you may. 
F 2 
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SONG XLVIII. 


” Oung Thiloret and Calia met 
In an old ſhady Grore, 
The Nymph was coy, 
The amorous Boy 
Still ſigh'd, and talk 'd of Love. 


He prais d her Face, her Air, her Grace, 
Her lovely charming Mien, 

An! (wore ſhe was the brighteſt Laſs 
I hat tripp'd it on the Green, 


With artful Tongue the Shepherd fung, 
Aud told a melting Tale; 
But all bis Art 
Cou' dat touch her Heart, 
Nor all his Skill prevail. 
Th' inſulting Fair, with [cornful Aig, 
Still mock'd the lege ſick Swain, 
And while he ſigli d, 
She ſtill reply's, 
| She'd Pleaſure in his Pain, 


— 


— — _ — 


SONG XLIX. 
A I beneath a Myrtle Shade lay muſing, 


Silvia the Fair, in mournful Sounds, 
Venting her Grief, the Air thus wounds; 
©, God of Love, ceaſe to torment me; 


At 


—— —— — 
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Send to my Aid tome gentle Su ain. 
Whote Balm apply d, may eaſe my Pain. 
Aloud 1 cry d, and all the Grove reſuundcl , 
Heavenly Nymph, complain no more, 
Love does thy wifi, for Peace reſtote; 
Anl ſcnds a gentle Swain to cafe thee, 
In whom a longing Maid may find 
A Balm to cute her hove-fick Mind. 
Sie bluſh'd, aud ſigh'd, and puſh'd the Me l'cine 
from hcr, 
Which ſtill the more increas' 4 her Pain; 
Finding at length ſhe ſtrove in vain, 
O Love, ſhe cr;'d, I mult obey thee, 
Who can the raging Smart endure 7 
Then ſuck'd the Balm, and fund a Cute. 


— 
— —_—_— — — 


SONG L. 
Oung C:p:4 one Day vily, 
With well diſembled Art, 
Let fly av Arrow H. lz, 
And pierc'd me tothe Heart: 
A while I figh'd, grew ſtupid; 
But, e QuITk Scores «1th Cupid, *1 
I found a Way, „ich ton Dil tes, ity 
Since eaſona tal. : Wy Part. 
Ill ſteal away his Arrows, 
Aud jv 224 Revenge porfuc 3 


7 


= 
\ 
. 
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With Womens Hearts I'll head em, 
And thea they'll ac'er fly true. 


SONG LI. 


E Lads and ye Laſſes that live at Longleat, 
Where they ſay, there's no End of good 
Drink and good Meat, 
Where the Poor fill their Bellics, the Rich receive 
Honour, 


So great aud ſo good is the Lord of the Manour, 


Ye Nympbs and ye Swains that inhabit the Place, 
(ive Ear to my Song of a Fiddle's hard Caſe ; 
or it is of a Fiddle, a ſweet Fiddle I fing, 

& ſofter and ſweeter did never wear String. 


Afelpomene, lend me the Aid of thy Art, 

Whilſt I the fad Fate of this Fiddle impart ; 

For never had Fiddle a Fortune ſo bad, 

Which ſhews the beſt things the worſt Fortune 
have had. 


This Fiddle of ididles, when it came to be try'd, 
Was as ſweet as a Lark, and as ſoft as a Bride : 
This Fiddle to fee, and its Mufick to hear, 
Gave Delight to the Eye, while it raviſh'd the Far, 


Put firſt I muſt ſir g of this Fiddle's Country, 
*T was born and 'r:4..s bred in fair Italy: 
1naTown where a Maxſhal of France had the hap, 
\ Lortuwue de la guerre) to be carght in a Trap, 


— — —— — 


ne 


— — 


—— 
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And now, having ſung of this Fillle's high Birth, 

I ſhou'd fing of the Fingers whieh made fo much 
Mirth ; 

But Fingers ſo ſtrait, ſo ſwift, aud ſo ſmall, 

Should be ſung by a Poer, or not ſung at all. 


Tho' Iam, God wot, but a poor Country Swain, 
And cannot indite in ſo lofty a Strain; 

So all I can ſay is to tell you onee more, (fore. 
Such Hands and ſuch Fingers were ne'er ſcen be- 
Having ſung of the Fingers and Fiddle, I trow, 
You'll hold it but meet | ſhould ſing of the Bow 
The Bow it was Ebon, whoſe Virtue was ſuch, 

It wounded your Heart, if your Ear it did touch, 


Cupid faia wou'd have chang'd with this Bow 
for a while; 

To which the coy Nymph thus reply'd, with a 
Smile, 

My Bow is far better than yours, I appeal: 

Your's only can KIll, mine can both kill and heal. 


This Fiddle aud Bow, and its Muſick together, 
Wou'd make heavy Hearts as light as a Feather: 
But alas when I ſhall its Cataitrophe ling, 
Your Heart it will bleed, and your Hands you 


will «ring. 
This Fiddle was laid on a ſoft eaſy Chair, 
Taking all for its Uciends its ſoft Muſick did 


heat, 
When ſtrait there came in a huge maſculine Bum; 


1 with the Dc'il bad i; to make him a Drum. 
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Now woe to the Bum that this Fiddle Jemoliſh'd, / 

That has all our Muſick and Paſtime aboliſh'd : 

May it never want Birch, to be {witch'd and be 
ſlaſh'd, 

May it ever be itching, and never be ſcratch'd, 


May it never break Wind in the Cholick fo giie- 
vous; 

A Pcnance too {mall for a Crime ſo miſchievous; 

Ne'er find a foft Cuſhion its Anguiſh to caſe, 

While all this is too little my Wrath to appeaſe. 


Of other Bum · ſcrapes way it ſtill bear the Blame, 

Ne'er ſacw its bare Face without Sorrew co: 
Shame: | 

May it ne'er mount on Horſe - hack without Los 
of Leather, 


lich brings me almoſt to tie end of my Tether, 


And now, lelt fore Cr.iick of deep Penetration | 

Shou'd attack. our poor Ballad wich grave Anno- 
tation, 

The bop mult be told, without (praking in 
Riddle, 


He mult firſt make a better, or kiſs m y Bumfidile, 


——  — 


SNG T. | 


\ ITH tuneful Pipe and merry Glee | 


Young 7 „n my Heart; 


A blyther Loon you ne'er did lee; | | 


l Beauty withour Art; 
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His ſoothing Tale did ſoon prevail 
To gain my fond Belief; 

But now the Swain roves o'er the Plain, 
And leaves me full of Grief. 


Young Jemmy courts with artful Song 
But few regard his Moan; 

The Laſſes about Focky throng, 
And Femmy's left alone 

In Aberdeen ſure ne er was ſeen 
A Loon that gave ſuch Pain; 

He daily woes, and ſtill purſuc:, 
Till he does all obtain. 

But ſoon as he hath gain'd the Bliſs. 
Away the Loon doth run, 

And hardly will afford a Kiſs 
To filly me undone : 

Bonny Molly, Megey , Dolly, 

| Avoid my roving Swain; 

His wily Tongue beſure you ſhun, 
Or you, like ine will be undone. 


* 


SONG Lill. 


YFT*WAS withina Furlong of Edinborough 


Town, 


In the roſie time of Year, when the Graſs was 


down, 
Bonny Jocky, blithe and gay, 
Said to Jenny, making Hay, 
Let us fir a little, Deas, and prattle, 
'Tis a ſultry Day. 
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Long had he courted the black-brow'd Maid; 
But 7 cky was a Wag, and wou'd ne'cr conſent 
to wed : 
Which mate her ziſh and phoo, 
And cry it nc'cr flall do; 


{ canma, Canua, caznay wonna, wouna buckle to. 


He told her Marriage was grown a meer Joke, 
And thar none wedded now, but the fcoundr*? 
folk. 
Vet my Dear, thou ſhould'ſt prevail, 
But I know not what I ail, 
I fhall drcam of Clogs, ani ſiily Dog: 
With Bottles at their Tail. 
Put I'll give thee Gloves and a Bongrace to wear, 
Aud a pretty Filly foal, to ride out and take the 
It thou ne let wilt piſu and phoo, [ Air, 
And cry it ne ex ſhall do, 
I canna, canna, canna, wonna, wonna buckle to. 


That you'll give me Trinkets,cry'd ſhe, I believe, 

But ah! what in Return muſt your poor Fenn; 
When my Maiden Treaſure's gone, (give? 
I muſt gang to London Town, 

And roar an.! rant, and patch and paint, 

And kifs for half a Crown : 

Each drunken Bully oblige for pay, 

And earn an hated Living an odious fulſom way: 
No, no, it ne'er ſhall do, 
For a Wire T'll be to yon, 

Or I canna, canua, cauua, wonna; worna buckle 
to. 
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SONG LIV. 
* roſe Bowers, where heeps the God of 


Love, 
Hither ye little waiting Cu, ids iy 
Teach me in ſoft melodious Song to move, 
With tender Paflion my Heart's darling Joy; 
Ah! let the Soul of Muſick tune my Voice, 
To win dear Str-pbon, whu my Soul enjovs. 
Or it movie influencing 
Is to» be bri>k and airy, 
With a Stef and Bound, 
Anla Frisk from the Ground, 
I'll ertp like any Fairy. 
As once on Ida dancing 
Were three celeſtial Bodies, 
With an Air and a Face, 
And a Shape and a Grace, 
Vil charm like Beauty Goddeſs. 
Ah ! ah! tis in vain, tis all in vain, 
Death and Deſpair muſt end the tatal Pain; 
Cold Deſpair, diſguis'd like Frost and Snow and 


ain, 


Falls on my Breaſt ; bleak Winds in Tempeſt: 


blow, 
My Veins all ſhiver, and my Fingers glow. 
My Pulte beats a dead March for loſt R-poſe, 
And to a ſoli4 Lump of Ice my poor foud Hear® 
is froze, 
Or ſay, ye Powers, my Peace to crown, 
Shall I tliaw my felt, or drown 
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Amongſt the foaming Billows, 
Increafing all with Tears I cl 

On Beds of Ooze, and chryſtal Pillows, 
Lay down my love- tick Head, 


No, no, I'll ſtrait run mad, 
That ſoon my Heart will warm; 
When once the Senſe is fled, 
Love has no Pow'r to charm ; 
Wild thro' the Woods I'll fly; 
Robes, Locks ſhall thus be tore, 
A thouſand Deaths I'll die, 
Exe thus in vain adore. 


nt. 


SONG LV. 
Rim King of the Ghoſts make haſte, 

JF Ani bring hither all your Train 
dee how the pale Moon does waſte, 

And uit now 1519 the Wain: 
Come ve Night-hags with your Charms; 

Ade revelling Witches away, 
Aud hug me cloſe in your Arms, 


To you wy Reſpetts III pay. 


III court you, and think you fair, 
Since Love does diſtraft my Brain; 

III go, and I'll wed the Night- mare, 
And kiſs her, and kiſs her again; 

But if ſhe proves peeviih and proud, 
A Pizc on her Love, let her go; 


. 
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Luck me a winding Shroud, 

And town to the Sbades below 
A Lunacy I endute 

Since Re. fon departs away, 
I call to thoſe Hags tor Cure, 

As knowing not v hat I ſay ; | 
The Beauty whom I adorz, 


Now ights me with Scorn and D ſlain, 


I rover fall fer her mute, 
Air ! kow ſhall | bea my Pain ? 


I caimble and range abuuty 
To find out way charming Saint, 
While ſhe at my Gricf does flour, 
Ard laughs at my loud Complaiut 
Diſtraction I ſce is m Doom, 
Ot this | am too too ute; 
A Rival is got in my Room, 
While Torments I de endure. 


Strange Fancies do run in my Head, 
While, wandering in Deſpair, 
I am to the De ſart led, 
Fx petting to find her there 
Methinksin a {xangled Cloud 
I fee her enthron' on high, 
Then to her | cry aloud, 


And labour to reach the Sky. 


When thus I have rav'd a while, 
And weary d wy ſelf in vain, 


C 


T 


1 
1 


— 


W 


23** ocithe 


— 
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Ilie on the barren Soil, 

And bitterly do complain; 
Till Slumber hath quieted me, 
In Sorrow [| ſigh and weep, 

The Clsuds are my Canopy, 
To cover me while I !!cep. 


L dream that my charming Fair, 
Is then in my Rival's Bed, 
Whoſe Treſſes of golden Hair 
Arc on the fair Pillow ſpread : 
Then this does my Paſſion inſlame, 
I ſtart, and no longer can lie; 
An Silvia, art thou not to blame 
To ruin a Lover, I cry? 


Grrm King of the Ghoſts, be true, 
And hurry me hence away, 
My languiſhing Life to you 
A Tribute I freely pay; 
To th' Elyfian Shades I poſt, 
In Hopes to be freed from Care; 
Where many a bleeding Ghoſt 
Is hovering in the Air. 


SONG LVI. 


O, go, you vile Sot! 
Quit your Pipe and your Pat ; 
Let home to your Stall and be doing : 


She 


— —— — 
* 


Th 


And 


And 


To | 


— — —— — 
% 
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You puzzle your Pate 
With Matters of State, 

And play with Edge-tools to your Ruin, 


He. Keep in that ſhrill Note, 
Or I it ram down your Throat 
This red-hot black Pipe I am ſmoaking; 
Thou Plague of my Life! 
Thou Gipſy ! thou Wife! | 
How dar'ſt thou thy Lord be provoking ? 
She. You rict and roar 
For Ba, Whore, 
And give up your Bible and Pſalter 
I pr'ythee, dear Kit, 
Have a little more Wit, 
And keep thy Neck out of the Halter. 


He. Nay, pr'ythee, ſweet Joan, 
Now let me alone 
To follow this princely Vocation : | 
I mean to be great, . 
In ſpite of my Fate, 
And fettle my ſelf and the Nation. 
Sbe Go, go, you vile Sat! 
He. I matter thee not. 
He. Was ever poor Woman fo ſliglited ? 
He. Thy Fortune is made 
She. Go follow your Trade. 
He. I tell thee, I mean to be Knighted. 
She. A Whipping-Poſt Knight 
He. Get out of wy Sight 
5 of? 
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[ 

e. Thou Traytor, thou! mak thy fat Ending, 1 Y 
He. I'll new vamp the State; Yeo 
The Church LI tranilate : 4 

O11 shoes are no more worth the mending, Ret 
5 8 I 


SONG Lui. 


E Nymphs, who frequent thuſe ſweet Plains, 
Where Thame's gentle Current doth glide ; 
Who, whilom, have heard my glad Strains, 3 
Nor grateful Attention deny'd 
With Piiy, ye Fair, oh ! reflect 
Oa the cruel Reſerve of my Fate / 
See Conſtancy paid with Negle&, 


- 
— . 


And Fondneſs rewarded with Hate 
How joyous and gay was each Hour, | 
How wing'd with ſoft Pleaſure they fled - Im 
Ere ſhipwreck'd on Humber's dull Shore, Hom 
By Love my poor Heart was betray'd : Sc 
For there the Dec:iver doth dwell, Darl 
Whoſe Charms have fo long been my Theme | N. 


In Beauty the Maid doth excel, 
Bar is fickle and will as the Stream. 


If averſe to my Courtſhip at firſt, 

She had check'd my fond infant Deſire, 
Her Cold.:efs had left me leſs curſt, 

And, perhaps, had extingui ſſi d my Fire; 
Put a thouſan | falſe Arts ſhe e:nploy'd, 

(In genious and wanton in Ul) 


— —— 


— — — 
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Tl. Paſſion ſhe nurs'd, flic deſtroy d, 
And only created to kill. 


Yet tho' ſhe delights in my Smart, 
Tho' ſhe robs me of all 1 held dear, 
Revenge is below a brave Heart, 
| with her a Lot leſs ſevere: 
May the Swain ſhe ſhall crown with Succeſs, 
Py his Kindneſs deſerve to be pria d; 
Twou'd double, methinks, my Diſtreis, 
At laſt to ſec her too deſpis'd, 


SONG LVIL 
JAſte my Rain deer, and let us nimbly go 
Our am'rous Journey thro* this dreary 
Waſte : 
Haſte, my Rain - deer, till, till thou art too tlew, 
Lmpetuous Love demands the Lightning's Haſte, 


Around us far the ruſhy Moors ate ſpread : 
Soon will the Sun withdraw its cheartul Ray 
Darkling and tir'd we ſhall the Marſh*s tread, 
No Lay unſung to cheat the tedious Way. 


The wat'ry Length of theſe unjoyous Moors 
Does all the flow'ry: Meadows Pride excel; 
Thro' theſe I fly to her my Soul adorcs ; 
Ye fiow'ry Meadows, empty Pride fare x el. 


Each Moment from the Charmer I'm cn, 
My Brcaſt is tortur'd with impaticut Þ:re: : 


G3 
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Fly, my Rain-deer, fly ſwifter than the Wind, 
Thy tardy Feet wing with my ſierce Deſites. 


Oar pleaſing Toil will then be ſoon oer -· paid, 
And thou, in Wonder loſt, ſhalt view the Fair, 
Ad:nirc each Feature of the lorcliy Maid, 
Her artleſs Charms, ber Bloom, her ſprightly 


Air, 


Cut lo | with graceful Motion there ſhe ſwims, 
Gentiy removing each ambitious Ware, 

The crouding Waves tranſported claſp her Linbs? 
When, when, ol: atten ſhall 1 ſuch Freedom 


have 


in v4ing you enviwus Streams, io faſt ye flow, 
T. hile her from a Lover's ardent Gaze: 

Uri, 1eviry Touch you more tranſparent grow, 
Aud all teveal'd the beautcous Wanton plays, 


SONG LIX. 


— 


HL OE be kad, no more perplex me, 


Slight not my Love at ſu:h a Rite 


7 


Shou! 1 your Scorn return, twould vex ye; 


Lore, much abu 'd, will turn to Hate, 


How can vou, lovely charming Cieature, 
Pat onthe Looks of coli Diſdaiu ? 
Yomrn were ſirſt deſign d by Nature 


4 


* 6 
11 08370 


i 


- os 
alete, not A Pain 


i 


Kindneſs creates a Flame that's laſting, 
When other Charms are fled away 

Think on the Time we now arc waſting, 
Throw off thoſe Frowns, and Love obey. 
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SONG LX. 


Ou'd you chuſe a Wife, for a happy Life, 
Leave the Court, and the Country take; 
M here Delly and Sue, young Molly and Prue, 
Follow Roger and John, whilſt Harveſt goes on, 
And merrily, merrily rake, 


Leave the Londn Dames, be it ſpcke to their 


To lig in their Beds *till Noon: Sbames, 
Then get up and ſtretch, then p:::c too and patch, 
Some Widgeon to catch, then lock on theirWarch, 

And wonder they roſe up ſo ſoon. 


Then Coffce and Tea, both Green and Bohea. 
Are ſerv'd to their Table in Plate; 
Where i! cir Tattles do run as (ſwift as the Sun, 


Of var they have won, and ho is undone, 


Cy their Gaining and fitting up late. 


The Laſs give me here, tho“ brown as my Beer, 
That knows how to govern her Houſe ; 

That can milk her Cow, or farrow ber Sow, 

Mak: Better 01 cheeſe, or gather green Peate, 
And values tinc Clothes not a Luule, 
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This, this is the Girl, worth Rubies and Pearl, 
This the Wife that will make a Man rich : 


We Gentlemen need no Quality Breed, 7 

To ſquander away what Taxe; wou'd pay; ] 
In troth, we care for none ſuch. She 
The 
Fe No” 

SONG LXl. 12 
H! whither, whither ſhall I fly, AP, 
A poor unhappy Maid ? 
To hopeleſs Love and Miſery 
By my own Heart betray d: Son 
Not by Alexis Eyes undone, That 
Nor by his charming faithlcſ> Tongue, hut 
Or any practis'd Art: | A N 
Such rcal Ills may hope a Cure, 3 
Bat the ſad Pains which I endure: 
Proceed from fancy'd Smart. | Of th 
*T was Fancy gave Alexis Charms, What 
Ere I beheld his Face : But ti 
Kind Fancy then could fold our Arme, Said“ 
And form a ſoft Embrace: d 
But ſince I've ſeen the real Swain, Thar 
m 


And try'd to fancy him gain, 
I'm by my Fancy taught, — 
Tho! 'tis a Bliſs no Tongue can tel!, 
To have Alexis, yet 'tis Hell 
To have him but in T':ovght. . 
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SONG LXII. 
AN THE the lovely, the ſoy of her Swain, 


By Ih was lov'd, and lov'd ph again; 
She liv'd in the Youth, and the Youth in the Fairy 
Their Pleature was equal, and equal their Care; 
No Time, no Enjoymeut, their Dotage vithdrev', 
But the longer they liv'd, ſtil! the fonder they 
grew. 
A Paflion ſo happy alarm'd all the Plain, 
Some envy'd the Nymph, but more cnvy'd the 
Swain. 
Some ſwore tuould be Pity their Loves to invade, 
That the Lovers alone for each other were made; 
But all, all conſentcd, that none ever knew 
A Nymph yet ſe kind, or a Shepherd ſo true. 


Love ſaw them with Pleaſure, and vow'd to take 
Care 


Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent Pair; 


What either did want, he bid either to move; 

But they wanted nothing, but ever to love; 

Said 'twas all that ro bleſs em his Codhead coul! 
do, 

That they ſtill might be kind, and they ill 
might be true. 


SONG LXIII. 


H E Groves, the Plains, 
| The Nymphs, the Swains, 
| The Silver Sttean, and cooling Shade, 


| 


. 


* 
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All, all declare how falſe you are, 
How many Hearts you have betray'd. 
Diilembler go, 
Tod well I know, 
Your fatal, falſe, deluding Art; 
To every ſte, as well as me, 
You make an Otf ring of your Heart. 


—— — 


SONG LXIV. 
FN N B.lxidera's Boſom lying, 
Wiſhing, panting, ſighing, dying, 
The cold regardleſs Maid to move, 
With unavailing Pray'rs I ſue : 
4 You firſt have taught me how to love, 
« Ah, teach me to be happy too 


But the, alas! unkindly wiſe, 
To all my Sighs and Tears replies, 
„ "Tis ev'ry predent Maid's Concern, 
« Her Lover's Fondneſs to improve; 
If to be be happy you ſhall learn, 
% You quickly would forget to love, 


0 


— — 


SONG LXV. 


Oung I am, ard yet unskill'd 
How to make a Lover yield: 

How to keep, or how to gain; 

When to love, and when to feign- 


Oe 


— — een OE em 


—— 
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Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
While I yet am young and true; 
Ere | can my Soul diſguiſe, 

Heave my Breaſts, and roul my Eyes, 


Stay not till I learn the Way, 


How to lie and to berray : 
He that has me firſt is bleſt, 
For I may deceive the ret. 


Cou'd | find a blooming Youth, 
Full of Love, and full of Truth ; 


Drisk, and of a janty Mien, 


I ſhou'd long to be Fiftcen. 


71 


SONG LXVL 


O F all the fimple things we do 
To rub over a whimtical Life, 
There's no one Folly is ſo true 


As that very bad Bargain a Wife, 


| We're juſt like a Mouſe in a Trap, 


Or Vermin caught in a Gian, 
We ſweat aud fret, and try toeſcape, 
And curſe the ſad Hour we came in. 


I gam'd, and drank, and play'd the Fool 
And a Thouſand mad Frolicks more, 
' Lrov'd and rang'd, deſpis'd all Rule, 
But I never was marry'd before: 
This was the worſt Plague cou'd caſuc, 


Um mew'd in a ſmoaky Hyuſe; 


EAR . 5 — 
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I us'd to tope a Bottle or two, 
But now tis (mall Beer with my Spouſe, 
My darling Freedom cron nd my Joys, 
And I never was vex'd in my Way; an 
If now I croſs her Will, her Veice 
Makes my Lodging too hot for my Stay 
Like a Fox that is hamper'd, in vain 
I fret at my Heart and Soul; 
Walk to and fro the Length of my Chain, 
Then am forc'd to crezp into my Hole. 


SONG LXVII. 


J Ere's to thee, my Boy, Her 
My Darling, my Joy, "Tis 
For a Toper I love as my Life T 
Who ne'er baulks his Glaſs, Let! 
Nor cries, like an Aſs, Pe 
To go home to his Miſtreſs or Wife: 'Tis 
His } 
But heartily Guafts, , 
Sings Catches, and laughs, OY 
All the Night be looks jorial and gay; Here 
When Morning appears, When 
Then homeward he ſteers, . 
To ſuore out the relt of che² Day. | Their 
ö | 
He feels not the Cares, wats 
The Griefs, or the Fears, When 


That the ſobet too often attend; 


Y_ 
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Nor knows he a Loss, 
Diſturbanec, or C:oſs, 
Save the Want of his Bottle and Friend. 


SONG LXVIII. 
TD V'ry Man take a Glats in his Hand, 
And drink a good Health to our King: 
Many Years may hc rule ober this Land, 

May his Laurels fer ever freſh ſh ring, 
Let Wrangling and Janglivg ſtrait way ceate, 
Let ev'ry Man ſtrive for his Country's Peace: 

Neither Tory nor Hi 
With their Partics look big : 
Here's a Health :o all honeſt Men. 


"Tis not owning a whimſical Name 
That proves a Man loyal and juſt ; 
Let him fight for his Country's Fame, 
Pe impartial at home, if i= Truſt - 
Tis this that proves him an honeſt Soul, 
His Heul vc will drink in a brim- full Bow! 
Then lcave off all Debate, 
No Cunfufion create ; 
Here's a Health to al! honeſt Men. 


When a Company's honeſtly met, 
With Intent to be merry aud gay, 

Their drooping Souls for to whet, 

And drown the Fatigues of the Day; 

M hat Madneſs it is thus to diſpute, 

| Whea veuker Side can his Man confute? 
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When you ve ſail what youu date, 
You're but (uit where you were z 
Here's a Health to all heuelt Men. 


Then agree, raſh Briton, agree, 

And ac'er quarrel about 4 Nick- Name; 
Let your Enemies trembling ſee 

That an Eng!/yhmans always the ſame 
For our King, our Church, our Laws, aud Right, 
Let's lay by all Feuds, and rait cnite; 

hen whe. need cate a Fig 
Who's Tory vor Iricgs 

Here's a Health to all honeſt Nlen. 


— —_— — 


— — 


SONG LXIX. 


One, fair one, be kind, 
You never fl und 
A ''ellow fo lic for a Lover; 
Ti: World fall view 
My Panion for yu, 
Bur never your Pail! 2n di (cover, 
F ftill will complain 
Of Frowns and Uiſliin. 
Tho' I revel thro' all your Charms. 
The World fall declare. 
I dic with Deſpair 
When only I die in your Ata: 


I ſtill will adore, 
Love you more and more; 
But, by Jove, if you chance to preve erur i, 


But a 


-). > — 
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1711 bet mea 21115 , 
That freely ill kiſs; 
Tho' after lange Water gruel. 


SUNG LXX. 
SHEPHERD. 


H OW bleſt are Shepherds, how happy tier 
La ſſes, 
While Drs and Tru.ypets arc founding 


Alarms 
Or er our lowly Sheds all the Storm paſſes; 


And when we die, "ns in each ot!-r's Arms. 
All the Day ou our H-rds, and Flogcks emi; pa 85 
All ibe N. bt un vur F. ute: 424 KE. MYA 

Chor, All the Day, & 


Bright Ny mphs of ri win Graces attende\, 
Lei not your Days wit out Pleaſure expire; 

Honout' but empty, and u nen Von diser uf Hl 
All Men will prarfe you, but en ne will dete 

Let not Youth fy away without contenting , 

Age will come tune env gt tor your tepenting, 
Chor. Let not Youil:, Se. 


E. 


Shepherd, She, herd, leave decoy ing, 
Pipes are Rs a Summer's Dey; 
But a title afier royir 7 
Women have tic Shut to pay. 


H 2 
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Here are Marriage. Vous for ſigung; 
Set their Marks that cannot write: 
Atrer that, without repining, 
Play aud wel.ome, Day and Night, 


CHORUS of all. 
Come, Snepherds, lexd up a lively Meaſur: | 
Tie Cares of Wedlock ar? Cares of Plea'ure : 
ht wectber Mavrrtaye orings Foy Kroto, 
Hake jure f this Day, aud hang to morro:., 


SONG LXXI. 
Go to the E!yſtan Shade, 


Where Sorrow nee fall wound me. 
Where nothing ſhall my Reſt invade, 
Eut Joy all ſtill ſurround me. 


bly from C.l:z's cold Diſdain, 
From her Diſdain I fly; 

£! is the Cauſe of all my Pata, 
ber her alone I die. 


Her Eyes are brighter than the Mid-day Su, 
When he but half his radiant Cou:ſe has run; 
len his Meridian Glories gaily ſhine, 

And gild all Nature with a Warmih diviac, 


Sce yonder River's flowing Tide, 
Which now ſo full appears; 

Thole Streams thar do ſo ſwiftly glide, 
Are uothing but my Tears, 


Ser 


We 
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There have I wept, till I could weep ro mog, 

And curſt mine Eyes when they have ſlie there 
Store; 

Then, like the Ciouds that rob the azure Mato, 

I've drain d the Flood, tu weep it back «gat: 


Pity my Pains, 
Ye gentle Swains 
ver me with Ice and Snow ; 
LJicorch, I burn, 1 flame, Iglo 
Furies, treat me, 
Q.Ackly bear me 
To the diſmal Shades below : 
Where yelling and howli. g, 
And grumbling aud growliug, 
Serike our Ears with horrid Woe. 


Hifling Snakes, 
Firy Lal:es, 
Would be a Plzafure and a Cure: 
Not all rhe Hells 
Where Pluto dwelle, 
Can give ſuch Pains as [ e:dure, 


To ſome peacoful Plain convey me, 
Ou a motly Carpet lay me; 

Fan me with ainbroi'sl Breeze ; 
Let me dic, and ſy have Eaſc. 


53 A Selet Col I Ec 
SONG LXXIL. 


F any ſo wiſe is, 
That Sack he deſpiſcs, 
Let him drink hu fmall Beer and he ſober; 
Whilſt we drink Wine and ſing, 
As if it were Spring, 


He fhall droop like the Trees in Ocoler. 


Nut be ſute over Night, 
It this Dog do you bite, 
tou tale it henec torth for a Warning) 
Soon as out of your Bed, 
To ſetile your He: 1, 
Take a Hair of his Tail in the Morning. 


And not he fo filly, 
To tollow old Lilly, 
For there's nothing but Wine that can tuue us, 
Let his ne aſe as 
Be put in his Cap-caſe, 
And ling bibito Vinum je un. 


NE A —— Tat ang 


— 


SONG LXXIII. 
YOME all ye jolly Eacchanale, 
That love to tope good Wine, 
Let us offer up a Hogſhead 
Unto our Maſter's Shrine, 


Then et us drink, and never ſluink, 
Yor Lal tell you the Rzafun why - 
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Tis a great Sin to leave a Houſe. f 
Till we've drank the Cellar dry, C7 


In Times of old 1 was a Fogel, 
I dran' the Water clear; 

But Bug took me from that Rule, 1 
He thuught 'twas too ſcrere. 


He fill'd a Goblet to the Brim, h | 
And bad me take a Sup; 
But bad irbeen a Gallon Pot, 


By Jove, I'd tofs'd it up. + 
And ever ſince that happy Time, a 

Guod Wine has been my Cheer; ? 
Now nothing puts me in a Swoon, a, 


But Water or [mall Beer. 


Then let us tope about, my Boys, 
Ani never flinch nor fly, 

But fill our Skins brim-tull of Wins, 
And drein the Bottles dry. 


. > * : . 
* 22 — - 


yu — 
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SONG LXXIV. 


Mintas, that true-hearted Swain, 
Upon a River's Bank was laid, 
Where to the pitying Streams he did complain 
Of Silvia, that talſe charming Maid; 
But ſhe was ſtill regardleſs or is Pain: 
Oh tichleſs Silvia would he ry, 
And what he ſaid, the E/j0 would reply, 


22 


7 


1 
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« Be kind, or elſe I dic. FE. I die. 
« Bckind, crelfe 1 die. E. I die. 


A Shower of Tears his Eyes let fall, 
Which in the River made I npreſs, 
Then ſig hd, and Silvia falſe again wou'd call; 
Ah! cruel faithleſs Shepherdeſs, 
Is Love with you, become a Criminal? 
Ah lay aſide tin ncedleſs Scotu, 
Ailow your poor Alvorer ſome Return, 
« Conſider how I burn, E. I burn. 
4% Conficer, Ec. 


Thoſe Smiles and Kiſſes which you gave, 
Remember, Filvia, ate my Due; 

And all the Joys my Rival does recerve, 
He raviſhes from me, not you. 

An! Filria, can | hve and this believe ? 
Inſcnfibie> are touch's to fee 


My Languſhm:ats, and ſcem to pity me. 


© Whi.h I demand of tles. E. Ofthee. 


« Y,/hichTI demand, Sc. 


SONG LXXV. 
WH: State of Life can be ſo bleſt, 


— — 


N 


- As Lore, that warms a Lover's Breaſt ? 


Tao Souls in one, the ſame Deſire 
To grant the Bliſs, and to require ; 
But if in Heay'n @ Hell we find, 


t ? 
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*Tis all trom hee, 
O Fealo (ie ! 
Tun Irant, Tyrant ferluſe, 
Tln Tant of the Aliud 


Alhother Ills, tho' ſharp they prove, 

Serve to retine and perfect Love 

[': Abſcnce, or unkind Dif lain, 

Sweet Hope rclieves the Lover's Pain : 
But ah, no Cure but Death we find, 

To ſet us tree 

From Jealouſic: 


G Tealouſee, Nc. 


Falfe in thy Glaſs all Objects are, 

Some ſet too near, and ſome too fat; 
Thou art the Fire of endleſs Night, 

Tl.: Fire that burns, and gives no Light; 
All Torinents of the damn'd we find 

ln only thee, 


0 'fealrujie, &c 


* 


SONG LXXVI. 


Here is one dark and ſullen Hour | 
Which Fate decrees our Lives ſhoull know » 
Elſe we ſhould flight th almighty Power, 

Wrapt in te Joy we find below : | 
Tis paſt, dear Cyntia, now let Frowns be gone, 
Along, long Penance I have done. 

For Crimes, alas! to me unknown. 


* *. — 
- 1 : 
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In each ſoft Hic of Clone hight 
Your Image in my Dream appear, 
4 graſp te Soul of ioy De.ighit, 
Stumber 12 Toys, but Ae in Tears. 
Ab ' farthicls, charming Saint, what will you do? 
Let me rot tin. | am by you 
Lov'd leis tor being true. 


SONG LXAXVII. 
I N County Quarters [cull conſin'd, 


F:um Bratt I do wilt, 
Why can't my Buy, une wy Find, 
To dl take its flip!ie 7? 
Ob, Silva, if a Wiſh co d de, 
Ny Soul fiouid quarte; toon with you, 


Whila lay here, my love-ſick Heart 
With youis left behin !; 

Ales! why ſhould our Bodies part, 
Since buth or fouls arc join'd ? 

My Buly to my Prince is due, 

My Soul its Orders takes from you. 


My blooming Hopes of ſeeing yuu 
Are wither'd in their Prime; 
Confin'd to Tay for a Review; 
Oh, why * this the Time 
For what's a dull Review to me, 
Ir Sil-1x is not there to ee ? 


cf? 
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When heavy Bet of dull 14699 
Com .nands the Sol ler home; 
The Hopes | have to dream cn you 
Giv s Mautick to the Drum ; 
Next Nlotuing with the Rereslle, 

Lonly wake to think on thee, 


K 


SONG LXXVIII. 


Fine mber, Demon, you did tell, 
In Chaſtity you lov'd me well; 
But now, alas! I am undone, 


And here am left to make my Moan. 


To doleful Shade | will remove, 
Since I'm defpis'd by him I love, 

Wh -re poor forfaken Nymphs ure ſeen 
u enely Walks of Willow green, 


Upon my Dear's de!uding Tongue 
Such ſoft perſuaſive Langue ge hung, 
hat when his Words had Len. e broke, 


You wod' have thought an Angel (poke. 


Too happy Ny» pa, whoe'er ſhe be, 
That now enioys my charming ke 

For, oh Il tcarit to my Coſt, 

She's found the Meart that L ave loſt. 
Beneit': the faneſt Flow'r on Earth, 

A Snake may hide, to take irs Birth: 

So his falſe Breait, conc:al it d:d 

His Hcact; the Suake that there lay hw, 


— 5 — > ——— * 
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sTis falſe, who ſays we happy are, 

Since Men delight our Hearts t enſnarc : 
In Man no Woman can be bleſt, 

Their Vows are Wind, their Love's a Jeſt. 


Ye Guls, in Pity to my Grief, 

Send mie my Damon, or Relief: 

Return that wild delicious Boy, 

Whom once I thought my Spring of Joy. 
But whilſt I'm begging of this Bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you aniwer this, 

When Daraon has enjoy d, he flies; 

Who ſees him, loves; who loves him, dies. 


There's not a Bird that haunts this Grove , 
But is a Witneſs of my Love; 

Eebo repeats my plaintive Moans, 

The Waters imitate my Groans, 

The Trees their bending Buvghs recline, 
And droop their Heads, as I do mine. 


2 


— 


— 


SONG LXXIX. 
O Beauty devoted, 
Fxpetting, defiring, 
With Paflion expiring, 
I ſerve the blind Boy: 
Yet ever contented, 
So eaiy the Chain is, 
Jo pleaſing the Pain is, 


1 ferve him with Joy. 
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SONG LXXX. 
Noon in a ſun. ſhiny Day, 
| The brighter Lady of the May, 
' Ycung CHar:s, innocent and gay, 4 
Sat knotting in a Shade. 


| Eachfl-nder Finger „laid its Part | \ 
Wich ſuch Activity and Arr, 


——— — 


As would inflame a youthful Heart,. | , 
And warm the moit decay'd. | * 


Her fav'rite Swain by chance came by, 
He ſaw no Auger in her Eye 3 

Yet when the baſhful Buy drew nigh, 
She wou'd have ſecm'd afraid. 


She let her {v'ry Needle fall, 

Aad hurl'd away the twiſted Ball: 
But ſtrait gave Strephon ſuch a Call 
l As wou'd have rais d the Dead. 


Dear gentle Vouth. is't none but thee ? 
With Innocence I dare be free ; 

By ſo much Truth and Modeſty 
No Nymph was eber betriy'd. 


Come lean thy Head upon my Lap, 
While thy ſmooth Cheeks 1 ſtroak and clap; 
Thou inay'ſt ſecurely take a Nap: 


Which he, poor Fool, chey'd. 
Nous. II. 1 
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She ſaw him yawn, and heatd him ſnore, 
And found him faſt alleep all o'er: 

She ſigh'd, and cou'd endure no more, 
But ſtarting up, ſlie ſaid. 


Such Virtue ſhall rewarded be; 
For this thy dull Filelity, 

I'll truſt thee with my Flocks, not me 
Purſue thy grazing Trade. 


Go, milk thy Goats, and ſhear t''y Sheep, 
And watch all Night thy Flocks to keep; 


Thou ſhalt no more be lull' d allcep 


By me, miſtaken Maid. 


SONG LXXXI. 
F Rom grave Leſſons and Reſtraint, 
I'm ſtole out to revel here ; 
Yer I tremble and I pant, 
In the Middle of the Fai. 


Oh! wou'd Fortune in my Way 
Throw a Lover kind and gay, 
Now's the Time he ſoon may move 
A young Heart, unnd to Love. 
Shall I venture? no, no, no; 

Shall 1 from the Danger go! 

Oh ! no, no, no, uo; 

I muſt not try, I cannot fly, 

I muſt not, dutſt not, cauaot fly 
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Help me, Nature, help me, Art , 
Why ſhould I deny my Heart? 
If a Lover will purſue, 

Like the wiſeſt let me do, 

L will fit him if he's true, 

If he's falſe I'll tit hin too. 


— — * 


SONG LXXXII. 


Ou'd Fate to me B linda give, 
With her alone I'd chu'e to live, 
Nor with her could I more require, 


Nor a greater Bliſs defire, 


My charming Nymph, if you can find, 
Amongſt the Race of human Kiud, 
A Maa that loves yo more than I, 
Pl reſigu you, tho' I die, 

Let my Belinda ſill my Arms, 
With all her Beauties, all her Charms, 
With Scorn and Pity I'd look down 
On the Clorics of a Crown, 


** 


SONG LXXXIII. 
7 Was on a River's verdant Side, 
About the cloſe of Day, 
A dying Swan with Muligk try'4 
To chaſe her Cares away: 


I 2 
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Ani tho“ ſhe re'er had ſtrain'd her Throat, 


Or tun'd er Voice before, 
Death, taviſh'd with fo ſweet a Nate, 
A while the Stroke forbore. 


darewel, ie cry'd, ye ſileer Strea ns, 
Ye putting Waves, adieu, 

Where Pog ut 2s'd to dart his Beans. 
And bleſt both me and you. 


Varewel, ye tender whiſtling Reeds, 
Soft Scenes of happy Love; 

Farewel, ye bright enamell'd Meads, 
Where | was wont to ruve * 


With you I muſt ao more converſe ; 
Loek, yor.der ſerting Sun 

Waits, while [ tlicfe laſt Notes rehearte; 
Aud then he mult be gone. 


Movrn not, my Kind and conſtant Mate 
We meet again below 

I: 1 the kind Decree of Fate, 
And I with Pleaſate £0. 


„ile thus ſhe ſung, upon a Tree 
Vil in th? adjaceat VVould, 

To hear her mournful M:loly, 
A Stork ttentive ſtood : 


From whence, thus to the Swan. ſhe ſpokee. 
What means this Song of Joy? 

Is it, fond Fool, fo kind a Stroke, 
That does thy Life deſtroy ? 


T <7 kawa 
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Turn back, deluded Bird, and try 
To keep thy fleeting Breath; 


It is a diſmal thing to die; 
Aud Pleaſure ends in Death. 


K ſe Stork, the Swan reply d, give o'er, 
Thy Arguments are vain ; 

If after Death we are no more, 
Yet we arc free from Pain. 


But there are ſoft Elyſian Shad-s, 
And Bow'rs of kind Repoſe, 
Where never any Storm invades, 

Nor Tempeſt ever bluws. 


There in cool Streams, and ſhady Woud:, 
Lu ſport the Time away; 

Or, {ſwimming dewn the chryſtal bluods, 
Among young Halcyons play. 

Then prythee ceaſe, or tell me why 
have fuch Cauſe to grieve, 

Since it's a Happineſs to die, 
Aud it's a Pain tv live, 


SONG LXXXIV. 


Right was the Morning, cool was the Air. 
Serene was all the Skie, 
When on the Waves I left my Dear, 
The Center of my Joy; 
Heaven and Nature ſmiling were, 


And nothing ſad but - 
3 
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Each roſe Field did Odours ſpread, 
All fragrant was the Shoe; 
E a.h River God ruſc from his Ded, 
An fgh'd, an l own'd her Puw'r ; 
Carling their Waves they deck'4 their Heads, 
As proud of what they bore. 


©, when the fair Egyptian Queen 
Her Heroe went to lee, 
Cilnus ſwell'd o'er ker Banks with Pride; 


As mach in Love as le. 


Glide on, ye Waters beagtheſe Lines, 
And tell her how diitreſs'd ; 

Rear all my Sighs, ye gentle Winds, 
And waft 'em to her Breaſt : 

Tell her, 1f e'cr ſhe proves unkind, 
I never ſhall kave Reſt. 


—— — 


SONG LXXXV. 


E LL me, tell we, charming Creature, 
Will you never eaſe my Pain; 
Muſt I die for ev'ry Feature ? 
Malt L always love in vain ? 


The Deſire of Admiratiun 
Is tie Pleaſure you purſue ; 
Prythee try a laſting Paſſion, 
Su:h a Love is mine for you, 


Tears and Sighing could not move 9 
vor 2 Lover ought to date 


| 
| 
| 
| 


- — — — - - 
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When Þ plainly told I lov'd you,, 
Then you ſaid I went to» far, 


Are ſuch giddy Ways beſecming ? 
Will my Dear be tickle (till? 

Con queſt is tae Joy of Women, 
Let their Slaves be what they will, 


Your Neglett with Torment tills me, 
And my deſp'tate "Thoughts increaſe; 
Pray conſider, if you kill me, 
You will have a Lover leſo. 


If your wand'cing Heart is beating 
bor new Lovers, let it be 


But when you have done coquetting, 
Name a Day, and fix ou me, 


SONG LXXXVI. 
R'ythee fill me the Glats, 
Till it laughs in wy Face, 
With Ale that is poteut and mellow ; 
He that whines for a Laſs, 
Is aa ignorant Ass, 
or a Bumper has not its Feilow, 


SONG LXXXVII. 


E twice ten hundred Deities, 

To whom we daily (ac ice; 
Ye Pow'rs that dwell with Fates below 
And ſce what Men are Joom's to ds ; 


* 
18 
7 
* 


* 

* 
0 

4 

* 
* 
* 
* 
” 

* 


| 
| 
ö 
| 


92 A Select COLLECTION 


Where Elements in Diſcord dwell, 

Thou God of Sleep, ariſe, and tell, 
Tell great Zempoalla what ſtrange Fate | 
Muſt on her diſmal Viſion wait. | 


By the croaking of the Toad, 
In their Caves that make abode; 


Earihy Dun that pants for Breath, | a 
With her ſwell'd Sides full of Death ; 1 
Py the creſted Adder's Pride, | 
T hat along the Cliffs do glide ; i 
By thy Viſage fierce and black ; 
By the Death's-head on thy Back; 
By the twiſted Serpents, plac'd E 
For a Girdle round thy Waſte; 
By the Hearts of Gol, that deck 1 
Thy Breaſts, thy Shoulders, and thy Neck 7* 
From thy ſleepy Manſion riſe, 
And open thy unwilling Eyes; Th 
While bubbling Springs their Muſſek keep, 
That uſe to lull thee in thy Sleep. Th 
* 


SONG LXXXVIII. 


UPID, God of pleaſing Anguiſh, 
Teach th' enamour'd Swain to languiſh, 
| Teach him ſoſt Deſires to know, 
ly Heroes would be loſt in Story, 
ff Did uot Love inſpire their Glory ; 
Loves does all that's great belov- 
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SON G LXXXIX. 


\ V. II drink and we'll never have done, Boys, 
Put the Glaſs then round with the Sun, 
Let Apo, Example invite us; C Boys, 
For he's dtunk ev'ry Night, 
Aud that makes him ſo bright, 
That he's able next Morning to light us. 


SONG XC. 


Low. blow, Bore 28, blow, and let thy ſurly 
Winds 
Mako the Billows foam and roar; 
ou cauſt no Terror breed in valiant Minds, 
Bas ſpite of thee we'll live and find a Shore, 


Then cheat, my Hearts, and be not aw'd, 
Zut keep the Gun-room clear: 
Tho Hell's broke looſe, and the Devils roar 
abroad, 


Whilſt we have dea - room here, Boys, never fear 


Hey ! how ſhe toſſes up, how far 

The mounting Top-maſt touch'd a Star 
The Meteors blaz'd as thro' the Clouds we came, 
And, Salamande, like, we live in Flame, 


But now, now we fink, now, now we go 
Down tc the deepeſt Shades beluw: 
Alas! alas! where arc we vow! 


| 
| 
* 
| 
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Who, who can tell! 
Sure 'tis the loweſt Room of Hell, 
Or where the Sea-Go. ls dwell : 
With them we'll live, with them we'll live and 
reigny 
With them we'll laugh, and fing, and drink 
amain, 
But ſee, we mount, ſee, ſee, we riſe ain. 


CHORUS. 

Ti! Flaſhes of Lightning, and Te mp fls of Ram 
Do fercely chtend which ſhall conquer te Main ; 
Tho the C.cptain doth [wear inſtead of 2 Prayer, 
And the ea i; all Fire by the Demons of th Ai, 

Heli drink and defy, 

We'll drink aud defy 

The mad Spirits that fly 

From the Deep to the Sky, 
And ſing whilſt loud Thunder, and fing whil] 

[ loud Thunder does bellow , 

Fer Fate ſtil will have 

A kind Fate for the brave, 

And ne'er make his Grave 

Of A ſalt Water Ware, 
To n, to drown, wo never to dro:vn 3 g'04 

Fellow, 


655) 


nd 


v3 
r3 


04 


| 


»o ENGLISH SONGS. 


SONG KCl. 


E T's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes, 
Madneſs tis for vs to think 
How the World is rul'd by Aſſes, 
And the Wiſe are ſway'd by Chink. 


Then never let vain Cares oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a Snare: 

Me're ev'ry one as rich as Cruſs, 
While our Bottle drowns our Care. 


Wine will make us red as Roſes, 
And our Sorrows quite forget; 

Come, let's fuddle all our Noſes, 
Drink our ſelves quite out of Debt. 


When grim Death comes looking for us, 
We arc toping off our Bowls, 

Bacchus joining in the Chorus, 
Death, begone, here's none but Soul,. 


Cod - like Bacchus thus commanding, 
| Frembling Death away ſhall fly, 
Exer after underſtanding, 

Drinking Souls can never die. 


95 


SONG CI. 
LL fail upon the Dog-ſtar, 
And theu purſue the Morning ; 
I'll chafe the Moon, till it be Noon, 
Pl make her leave her byrning., 


"4 


(id 


ly 
1 
| 
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I' climb the froſty Mountain, 
And there I Il coin the Weather; 

[ll tear the Rainbow from tlic Sky, 
And tic both Ends together. 


The Stars pluck from their Orbs too, 
Aud croud them in my Budget: 

And whether I'm a roaring Boy, 
Let all the Nation judge it. 


— 


SONG XClll. 


* OO lovely cruel Fair, 
1 Can I the Torture bear 
To ſee thee flying ? 
Mult 1 behold thoſe Charms 
Doom'd to another's Arms, 
While I am dying? 


SONG XCIV. 


Ould you know how we meet Oer our jolly 
full Bowls? 
Az we mingle our Liquors, we mingle our Souls: 


The ſweet melts the ſharp, the kind ſmooths the 


ſtrong, 
And nothing but Friendſhip grows all the Night 
long: 
Ve drink, laugh, and celebrate ev'ry Deſi te ; 
Love only remains our unquenchable ire. 
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SONG AC. 
Hat ſhall 1 do to fſhew how much 1 love 
\ her ? | 
How many Millions of Sighs can ſutſice ? 
That which wias uthes Flcarts can rever move 


her; 


Thoſe common Rfethode of Love nel deſpiſe. 


] will love more tan Man c'er lov'd before me, 
Gaze on het all the Day, melt all the Night; 

Till, for her own fake, at laſt ſhe'll impiore me, 
To love her ce, to preſerve our Delight, 


Since Gods themſelves cannot ever be loving, 
Men muit have breathing Recruns for new Joys: 
I wiſh wy Lore corll be aiways unproving, 
T1:v' eager Love more thay $3,row deltroy s. 


In fair A rolta's Arms leave me expiring, 
To be embalm d by the Sweers of her Breath 
To t'ic lait Moment Il till be defiring : 
Never bug Hetoe 1+ glorious a Death. 


3 
— 


SONG XCVI. 


AIR enn, illey ſay, 
Ou a rainy bleak Day, 
T bus ſent her Child Cupid 4 packing 
Get thee gone ſcom wy Door, 
Like a Son of a V Hoe, 
Aud clicwheee tand bouncing and 38 


K 


"4 
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To tell the plain Truth, 
Our little blind Youth 

Beat the Hoot along while up and down, Sir, 
Till a!l Dangers paſt, 

By good Fortune at laſt, 

He ſtumbled into a great Town, Sit. 


Then ſtrait to himſelf 
Cries this tiny {ly Elf, 
Since Begging brings little Relief, Sir, 
A Trade Il commence 
That ſhall bring in the Pence, 
And ſtrait he ſet up for a Thief, Sic, 


At Play-houfe and Kirk, 
Where he flily did lurk, 
Fe ſtole Hearts both from young and old Per ple, 
Till at laſt, ſays my Song, 
He had like to have ſwung 


Ou a Gallows as high as a Steeple. 


Then with Arrows and Bow 
tie 2 Soldier muſt go, 
And ſtrait he ſhot folks without Waming 
He thought it no Sin, 
When his Hand once was in, 


To kill you a Hundred his Morning. 


When he found that he made 
Little Gains by his Trade, 


Wha! does out ily gracclels Blinker ? 


e. 
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But ſtrait chang'd his Note, 
As well as his Coat, 
And i.c needs muit paſs tor a Tus. 


Have you any Hearts to mend ? 
Come, I'll he your Friend, 
Or ele | expot not a Farthing : 
T ho) they'r: burnt toa Coal, | 
I'll ſoon make em whole ; 
And, Mis, is net this @ fair Bargain? 


But, Maids, have a Care, 4 
Of this Tinker beware, 

Shun the Rogue, tho' he ſets ſuch a Face 6n't, 
Where hc ſtops up one Hole, 
"Tis true, by my Soul, 

He'll at leaſt leave a Score in the Place on'e. 


— 5 


— 


SONG XCVII. 


Deau and Preben dag 
Had late ang Vagary, 
And were at doubtful Strife, Sir, 
Who led the better Lite, Sir, 
And was the heiter Man, | 
And was the better Man. : 


The Dean he ſai that truly, 
Since Bluff was ſo unruly, 


K 2 | | 
| 
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Held prove it to his Face, Sir, 
That he had the moſt Grace, Sir; 
And fo e Fright began, &c. 


When Preh. reply d like Thunder, 
An roar'd out, Nas no Wonder, 


Since fauls the Dean had three, Sir, 


And more by two than he, Sir, 
Fr» be bad got but one, &c. 


Now wi ilſt theſe two were raging, 
And in Diſputes engaging, 

The M. Ter of the Charter 

Said both had caught a Tartar, 


Foy Colds, Sir, there were none, &c. 


Thot all the Books of Maſes 
Were nothing but Suppoſes ; 
That he deſerv'd Rebule, Sir, 
Wo wrote the entatuch, Sit, 
T= Lol but a Sham, &e⸗ 


That as for Father 47am, 

And Mrs. {+ , his Madany 

Anl wha: the Serpem ſpoke, Sir, 
Tua not! ing but a Joke, Sir, 


Aud rel invents Lam, & 


Thus in rhis Battle-royal, 

As rone would take Denial, 

The Dame for which they ſtrove, 5 

Could zeit er of them love, Sir, 
si, ail bad giv'n Ofc act, &&. 


ie, 


2 


— 
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She therefore !!yly waiting, 

Left all three Fools a prating, 

Ani, being in a Fright, Sir, 

Religion took her Flight, Sir, 
Ard ner was heard of ſince, & 


—— — ͥ DO — — — = — — 


SONG XCVIII. 


O form'd to charm, lovely all over, 
You wound a Lover in ev'ry Part; 
But we recover, when we diſcover 
There is a Rover within your Heart. 


— — 


SONG XCIX. 
He. | | arp the Man that with grgantick 
Might 

Dares combat Heaven again, 
Storm Fove's bright Palace, put the Gods to flight, 
Chas renew, and make perpetual Night ; 

Come on, ye fighting Fools that petty Jars 
maintain, 


I've al! the Wars of Europe iu my Brain. 


She, Who's that talks of War 
When Reauty does come in; 
Whoſe ſweet Face ſivinely far, 
F. ternal Pleaſures bring : 


When 1 appear, the martial God 
A conquer d Viftin lies, 


K » 


— 
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Ob ys each Glance, each awful Nod, 
And dreals the Lightning of my killing Eyes, 
More than the ſietceſt Thunder iu the Skiet. 


H-. Ha, ha, ha now, now we mount up high, 

The Sun's bright Cod and I 

Cba-ge on the azure Dawns of ample Shy; 

Seo, fee huw th immortal Spirits run; 

P.riue, purſue, drive o'er the burning Zone; 

rom thence come row! ing rowling down, 

Aud ſearch the Clobe below, with all the gulphy 
Main, : | 

To ſind my loſt, and wand'ring Senſe again. 


She. By the dis'ointed Matter 
That crouds thy Feragranium, 

i nicely ave found that thy Brain is not ſcuacs 
And thou ſhalt be my Companion. 


Ile. Come, let us plague the World then, 
1 embrace the bleſt O:caſfiun; 


Far by Inſtin I find thou art one of the Kind 
That firſt brought in Damnation. 


CHORUS. 
Then mad, very mad, very mad let us be, 
For Europe Aces now with our Fr. N ag) ee 
A114 all Wings i Nature ave mad too as we- 


She. My Face has Heaven inchanted, 
With all the Sk y-born Fellows: 

Tove preft to my Breaſt, and my Boſom he kils'd, 
Wich made old Juno . 


8, 


| I honour your Beauty bright. 
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He. I challeng'd g:iily Plato, 
But the Cod of Fire did fun me; 
Witty Hermes I drubb'd rounde!.c Pole with my 


For breaking Jokes upon me. (C. ub, 
Hen mad, &. 


She, I found Apollo ſnging, 
The Tune my Rage encreaſes z 

T made him ſo blind with a Look that was kird, 
That be broke lis Lyre to Pic. es. 


He. I drank a Health to Fenn, 

And the Mole on her white Shoulder; 

M avs flinch'd at ihe Glaſs, and 1 threw't in hi- 
Was ever Herde bolder ? (Face: 


Ie. "Tis true, my dear Al: 14-5, | 


Things tend to Ditlviution ; 
The Charms of a Crown, and the Crafts of the 
Have brought all to Confuſion, (Gowr, 


He. The haughty French begun it, 
The Engliſh Wits purſue it, 
He. The German and Turk go on with the 
He. And all in time will rue it. (Work, 
Then mad, &c. 


pn EY * 


2 — 
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SONG C. 
He. Weet Nell, my Heart's Delight, 
Be loving, and do not light 
The Offer I make, 
For Moudeſty's Sake, 


"4 
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For, Love, I proteſt 
I can do no leſs, 
Thou haſt my Favour won 3 
And fince I (ce 
Your Modeſty, 
Therefore agree, 
And fancy me, 
Tho? I'm tut a Farmer's Son. 


SLe, No, I'm a Lady gay, 
by © very well known 1 may 
Have Men of Renown, 

In City or Town : 

Nay, Roger, without Delay, 
Court Bridget or Su, 
Kate, Nancy, or Prue, 

Their Loves may ſoon be wor 3 
But don't you dare 
To ſpeak me fair, 

As if 1 were 
At my laſt Pray r, 
To marry a Farmer's Son. 


He. My Fathes has Riches ftore, 
Io Hundred a Year and more, 
Beſides Sheep and Cows, 
Carts, Harrows and Ploughs. 
His Age is above threeſcore, 
Aud when ke docs dic, 
Then venly [ 
Shall have what he has wen; 
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Both Land and Kiac, 
All ſhall be thins, 
If theu'l incline, 
And will be mine, 
And marry the Farmer's Son. 


She, A Fig for your Cattle and Corn, 
Your proffered Love I ſcorn ; 
"Ti: known very well, 
My Name it 1s Vell, 
And you're but a Bumkin born, 
lte. Wel, if ic be ſo, 
Then away I will go, 
And I hope no Harm is done. 
Farewel, adieu, 
I hope to woe 
As good as yo1, 
And win her too, 
Tho' I'm but a Farmer's Son, 


Dear Lady, believe me now, 

I folemnly ſwear and vow, 
No Lords in their Lives 
Take Pleaſure in Wives, 

Like Fellows that diive the Ploug) : 
For their Labour and Pain, 
Wiatever they gain, 

They don't to Harlots tun, 

As Courtiers do, 
I nevec knew 


toe 
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A City Beau 
That could out · do 
A Country Farmer's Son. 


She. Be not in ſuch Hiſte (quoth ſhe; 
Perhaps we may ſtill agree; 
| For, Man, I proteſt, 
was but in Jeſt, 
Come, pe'ythee fit down by me 
For thou art the Man 
That verily can 
Perform what muſt be done; 
Both Nrait and tall, 
Gentee! with al, 
Therefore I ſhall 
Be at your Call. 
And I'll marry the Farmer's Sor: 


1 


— I T— u - „ es 
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SONG Cl. 
Olly Mortals, fill your Claſſes, 
] Noble Deeds are ſone Dy Wine; 
Scorn the Nymph, and all her Graces - 
Who'd for Love or Beauty pine? 


Look within the Bowl that's flowing, 
Anda thouſand Charms you'll find, 
More than Phillis, tho' juſt going 
In the Moment to be kiud. 


— 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 
A'exand-r hated thinking, 
Drank about at Council-board ; 
He ſubdu'd the World by drinking, 
More than by his conquering Sworl, 


— 


* 
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SONG Cl. 


Eauty now alune ſhall move him, 


Let the wiſer Cod, reprove him. 
Melting Kiſſes, 
Mutual Bliſſes, 

Beauty charming, 
Love alarming, 


Raiſc the Soul to Joys aboxe. 


—— 


Mars ſhall know no Joy but Lore; 


E SONG Cl. 
| Inthtz frowns hene er I woove her, 
Yer ſhe's vex'd 1f I give over; 
Moch the fears I ſhall undo her, 
But much more to loſe her Lover; 
Thus in doubting ſhe refuſes, 


And, not winning, thus ſhe loſes. 
| 


Pr'yrthee, Cynthia, louk behind you, 
Age and Wrinkles wal v'ertake vou, 
Then too late Deſite will find you, 
| When the Power does forſake you : 
Think oh ! think, oh, ſai Condition. 
To be paſt, yet wiſh Fr uitiou.” 
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SONG CIV. 


OVE, thou airy vain Ill uniog, 
Sly Decerver of my Joys, 
All ty Arts are but Deluſion, 


Whillt rain Hope wy Heart decoys. 


But, Charmer, I ſtill adlore : 
Ne'er teaze me, but eaſe me, 


Love's Peſſion ſhall pleaſe me, 
Wbpilſt I your Aid implore. 


— 


SONG CV. 
Round her ſee Cupid flying, 
Bebheld him wiſhing, dying, 
Such Graces ſhine all o'er her, 
Gods n. ght adore her. 


Plind Boy, furbear to wooe her, 
Thy Flame admits no Cue, 
To me, in Sight ot Heaven, 
Her Faith is given, 


r 
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A tippling u, jogging on, 
„ pon te Riot Night; 
Wik tott' ting! ce and uery Face, 


Suſpicious of high Fig: 
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The Guards who took him by his Look, 
For ſome chief Firebrand, 

Ask'd wheace he came, what was his Name, 
Who arc you? itand, Friend, ſtand ' 


I'm going home, from Meeting come : 
Ay, fays one, that's the Caſe, 

Some Meeting he has burnt, you ſee, 
The Flame's hill ip his Face. 

John thought twas time to purge ki. Crime, 
And ſaid, my chief Intent 

Was to allwage my thirſty Rage 
I'th' Meeting that I meant. 


Come, Friend, be plain, you trifle in vain. 
Says one, pray let us know, 

That we may find how you're inclin'd, 
Are you High Church or Low? 

John ſaid to that, I'll tell you what. 
To end Debates and Strite, 

All I can ſay, this is the Way 
I fteer my Courſe of Life. 


I ne'er to Bre, nor Burgos go, 
To Stceple-!.ouſe nor hill, 

The brisk Barbell be. ſuits my Zeal, 
With, Gentlemen, d %e call ? 

Gueſs then ain 1 Li Clurc!, or Hipt. 
From that Teurer no Steeple, 

Whoſe merry Toll exalts the Soul, 
And muit make ig): fiowa People. 


I 
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The (rl cane on; and lock'd at John, 


Wit!: Countenance molt pleafant: 


By WIe round they all fuon found, 


te was 20 Damag d Peaſant: 
. 


Ezp:&ting their Deciſion, 


Damn him, ſays one, let him be gone, 


He's of our own Religion. 


hus a hile John ſtood, the beſt te cou'd, 


SONG CVIL 


F all che World's Enjoyments 
That ever valu'd were, 
There's none of our Employments 
Wich Fiſhing can compare: 
Some preach, ſome wite, 
Some ſwear, ſome fight, 
A!l golden Lucre courting ; 
But Fiſhing ſtell 
Bears oif the Bell, 
Vor Profit, or for Sporting. 
Ihen who a jolly I iſherman, 
A |:ſhe!man would be, 
Ils Throat mu wet, 
"fiſt lige his Net, 
1 Keep on: Cold at Sea. 


The Country Squite loves running 


A Pack of well mouth'd Hounds ; 


Another fancies Gunning 
For wi' ] Ducks iu hie Urovunds ; 


_— 


| 


Bu 
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This hunts, that for 135 
This hawks, Dis be v 15g 
No greater Pleaſu:c v1ſhing , 
But Tom that tcl's 
What Sport excels, 
Gives all the Praiſe to Fifi g. 
Then, &. 


A good Heth Gammon, 
Is counted dainty Fair; 
But what is't to a Salmon, 
Juſt raken from the Ware : 
Wheat ears and Quails, 
Cocks, Snipes and Rayle, 
Are priz'd while Scaſon's laſting 3 
But all muſt ſtoop 
To Craw-fifh Soop, 
Or I'ce no Skill in taſting. 
Then, &c. 


Keen Hunters always take too 
Their Prey with too much Pains ; 
Nay. often break a Neck too, 
| A Penance for no» Brains : 
| They run, they leap, 
Now high, now decps 
Wailſt he that Fiſhing chuſcs, 


— _— 
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With Eaſe may do't, 
Nay, more to boot, 


Muy entettein the Mules. 
I 2eng Cc. 


And tho' ſome exvious Wrangler. 
To jecr us will make bold, 
And laugh at paticat Avpler:, 
Who land to long i'th' Col], 
They wait on Mile, 
We wat on this, 
fr think it eaſy Labour; 
And it you'd know 
Fiſh Profits too, 
Conſult our Hella d Neighbour. 
Ihen, &c. 


SONG CVIII. 

7 N good King Lewis's Land, 
In a City of high Degree; 
? Lore lived a Dyer grand, 

And a very good Dyer was he: 
This Dyer was married, forſooth, 

And married in Truth was he, 
''> 2 Maid in the Bloom of ber Yout\. 

Aul fhe gave him fome Jealouſy, 


7:; vain had he ſought to diſcover 
V. nat he little deſir'd to ſee, 
Never dreaming his Wife! ad a Lover 
Of Mengler fail Monſieur FP Abs . 


| 
| 
' 
[ 
i 
| 
! 
| 


| 
| 
' 
[ 
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| 
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He thought of a politick Way, 
To bring all the Matter to Light, 
By his feigning a Journey one Day, 
And by lying in Ambuſh at Nig't. 


The Horſes were brought to the Door, 
And all Signs of a Journey appear, 
Whilſt his Wite (that diflembling Whore) 
Was bedew'd in her Crocodile-tears ; 
A thouſand Grimaces ſhe made, 
To ſhew forth her Grief at his parting, 
Bat that was a Trick of the Jade, 
And regardleſs as old Womeus farting. 


The Dyer was now ont of Sight, 

And prepar'd to difcover the Trenſon ; 
You'll find he was much in the zight, 

And I'm going to tel! you the Reaſon : 
The Wife was no ſooner alone, 

But ſhe ſent for her Father - Confe {Tor ; 
He put his beſt Pantaloons on, 

And he ra: lik: the Devil to bleſs her. 


The Damicl with S.niles on her Face, 
Met the Abbor, aud gave him @ Kiſs; 
Bur no Man would have been in his Place, 
It he'd krown of the J:rquer in P. ſs. 

We zo may ſuppoſe them together, 
Confeſlir g and preſſing each other ; 

Bound faſt in Love's Thong of Wit-l:sther 
Was the reyerend Catbokck Brother. 


L 


114 A Select Cor. LECTION 


Some Hours were paſs'd at this Rate, 
When the Hasband with Pa: ».ar-tout Keys, 
iade uo Scruple to o en bis Cate, 
Aud caught napping the Hog in his Peaſe. 
Fairer Abbot, quot: i e (without Paflion) 
Ls this your Church way of Confeflion? 
Altho' tis athing much in Faſhion, 
It is neverthzlefs a Tranſgreſſion. | 


The Abhot, as you may believe, 
Had but little to ſay for himſelf; 

He knew well what he ought to recerve, | | 
For his being fo arrant an Elf; 

His Clothes he pot on with all Speed, 
And condufted he was by the Dyer, | 

To be duckt (is you after may read) 

And be cool d from his amorous Fire. 


Quoth the Dyer, moſt reverend Father, | 


Since I find you're fo hot upon \Wenching, 
bare gather'd my Servants together, 

To give you a Taſte of our Drenching. 
Mere Tom, Harry, Rgcr and Pick, 

Take the Abbot, undreſs him, and douſe him; 
They obey'd in that very ſame Nick, 

To the Dye - fat they take him and ſouſe him. 


To beheld what a Figure he made, 
Such a Monſter there never was (cen, 

T was enough to make Szitan afraid ; 
He was colout'd all over with Greer. 


53 
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The Dyer had Pleafure enough, 
Wien he though: hon he dy'd him for Life; 


bl 


Tas much better than uſing him rough, 
Since he only had lain with his Wiſe. 


Tic Abbot was led tothe Door, 


And he took to bis Heels in a trice, 
Never looking behind or before; 

It was now not a Time to be nice. 
Tis reported by ſome of his Netghbours, 

That he did not difcover, till Mo. ning, 
The excellent Fruits of his Labours, 

Nor :he Colour he had fur his horning. 


But, good lack, when he came to the Glaſs, 
And beheld fuch a ſtrange Alteration, 
He was dy'd of the Colour of Grafs, 
Aud had like to have dy'd of Vexation. 


As the Stain can be never gut out, 


And the Abbot muſt loſe tlie Church: flecce - 


Let him bear the Diſgrace (like a Lout) 
Aud be ſhewn for a Peuny a-picce, 


— — — 


SONG CIX. 
One an you Jons of dam, 
The which do haunt this Place; 
Come «ll you littie Eves-droppers, 
Who pals for Babes of Grace, 
Come all you Shapes and Figures, 
And as yo i pals along, 
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Pray mind a Brother Animal, 
And liſten to his Song. 
Oh Maſgierades ave Hh ting: 
Fu 10 Aelig' t t“ Eyes 1 
Auth they wen 8» forleſh, 
They don't rffend the toſe. 
For why ſhould Mirth and Pleaſure, 
And harmleſs Sport and Play, 
Or ſpeaking with Sincerity, 
Be thought a rude Fffay ? 
For when we mask cur Faces, 
We then unmask our Hearts; 
And hide our leſſer Beauties, 
To ſhew our berter Parts. 
0" Maſquerades ave fine things 
Far to delight the Hearts ; 
Aud to they hurt our Pocke. s, 
Ty y pleaſe our better Parts, 


Here all Sorts of Conditions 
A. c ſociable and free ; 


They judge not by Appearances, 
Whuch often diſagree: 
A Lord will court a Scullion, 
A Lady hug a Clown; 
A judge embrace moſt tenderly 
A Madam of the Tuwn. 
0: Ma'qrerades are fine t'1ngs 
Fort dvlight the Mind; 
Aud 109 thy Tres tre Lſhaps, 
Ley mar th: Ladies kind, 


F 


A 
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bl 
Here Party makes no Diiſcrence, 
No Politicians jar; 
Here Stateſ nen lay aſide their Pride, 
And with it all their Cate. 
A Babylonſh Diale ct 
Inſpires all the Place; 
Which muſt produce, no doubt on't, 
A very (prightly Rae. 
On fefa ave fine things 
Ir to 1mprove the Age 
And mucb bry\nd the Liber 
And Li. uc: of the Stags. 


Here I an honeſt Calling 
Have choſen at my Leiſure; 
For Profit, by the bye, Sir, 
But in the Main for Pleaſure ; 
For Pleaſure each Man hither comes. 
Each Lady comes for Pleaſure 
And if U'm in the right, Sir, 
Why then my Song is Meaſure, 
O Maſyucrades ave ſiue tings, 
From wh»nce all Pl:aſure ſprings; 
Ad tio tb: Fulgar rail at them, 
They give De/ight to Kings, 
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SONG CX. 
A 1R Tris and her Swain 
| Were in a ſhady Bowcr, 
Where T % long, in vain, 
Had ſought the happy Hour ; 
At lergth his Hand advancing 
Upon her ſnowy Brcaſt, 
He ſaid, O kiſs me longer, 
If you will make mc bleſt, 


Bh. An caſy yielding Maid 

By truſting is undone , 
Our Sex is oft betray'd 

By granting Love too ſoon: 
If you defire to gain me, 

Your Sufferiogs to redreſs, 


Prepare to love me longer yet, and longer, 


Before you ſhall polſeſs. 


Th. The little Care you ſhow 
Of all my Sorrows paſt 
Makes Death appear too !1cw, 
And Life roo long to laſt: 
Far Iris, kiſs me kindly, 
la Pity of my Fate, 


Ard kindly ſtill, and kindly ſtil!, 


B-forc it be too late, 


Ir You fondly court your Bliſs, 
And no Advantage make; 
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'Tis not for Mails to give, 
But 'tis for Rlen to take: 

So you may kits me kindiy, 

And kindly till, and kindly, 
But do not kits and tell, 
No never kiſs and tell. 


Th And may I kifs you kindly ? 
I.. Yes, you may kiſs me kindly. 
Th. And kindly fill, and kindly 2 
I. And kindly ttill, and kindly. , 
Jh. And will you not rebel? 
Ir. And Lill not rebel: 
But do not kiſs and tell, 
But do not kiſs and tell. 
10. No, no, I'll never kiſs and tell. 
No, no, ['il never kiſs and tell. 


Dt. Thus at the Height we love aud live, 
And tear not to be poor : | 

We give and we give, we give and we give, 
"Till we can give no more? 

But what to Day will take away 
To Morrow will reſtore. 


But what, &c. 


SONG CXI. 
N. O me you made a Thouſand Vous, 
A. Thouſand tender Things you've ſaid * 
I gave you all that Love allows, 
The Pleaſures et the nuptial Bed: 
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But now my Eycs have loſt their Charms, 
Or you avate in your Deſire ; 

Y ou wiſh another in your Arms, 
And burn with an unhallos d Fire. 


77. That charming Celia I admire 

I muſt with Pleaſure own is true 
But had I ren times the Delire, 

How would the Paſhon injure you? 


H* Love is a ſacred Tree of Life, 
That up to Heaven its Branches rears; 


But Admiration's but the Leaf, 
Enjoy ment 15 the Fruit it bears. 


H. Thus, while you raiſe a vain Diſpute, 
Your Paſſion but itſelf deceives, 

While you yourſelf have all the Fruit, 
Why nced you envy me the Leaves? 


Both. Away then all Fondneſs, I fiad tis in vain 
For Wives, when negleRed, to ſigh and complain : 
We raiſe the looſe Wiſhes we ſtrive to reſtrain, 
"Tis a Folly to whine, to languifh and grieve, 
Let us ratber endeavour vurke:ves to deceive; 
Wat with tobe true, Love bids usbelieve. 
Time, Raſon, or Change, at lait will relieve; 
Tis a Folly to whine, to lavguiſh an ꝑrie ve. 


W. . 
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SONG CXlI. 
A T inchiſter was a Wed ling, 


The like was never ſeen, 
Twixt lulty Ralph of Rea ting, 
Aad bonny black Beſs of the Green, 
The Fidlers were crowding before, 
Each Lafs was as fine as a Queen : 


There was a Hundred, and more, 


For all the whole Country came in; 
Brisk Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 

She look'd like a Lily o'th' Vale, 
And ruddy fac d Harry led Mary, 

And Roger kd bouncing Nell. 


With Tommy came ſmiling Katy, 
He help'd ker over the Stile, 
And ſwore there was none fo pretty, 
In forty and forty long Mile: 
Kit gave a green Gown to Betty, 
And lent her his Hand to tiſe ;; 
But Jenny was jeer'd by Watty, 
For looking blue under the Eyes: 
Thus mertily chatting all, 
They paſs to the Bride-houſe along, 
With Joh, ny and pretty-fac'd Nancy, 
The faiceſt of all the Throng, 


The Bridegroom came out to meet 'em, 


Afraid the Dinner was ſpoil'd, 
3 M 
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Arluſter'l 'em into tr at em, 
With bok'd and rivitd, and boil'd, 


The Lads were fo frolick and jolly, 

For cach had his Love y las Site; 
B.t Hi) was melancholy, 

For he had a Mini to ihe Bride : 
Then Philip begins her Health, 

And turns a Beer glaſs on his Thumb, 
Put Jenkin was reckon'd for drinking 


The beſt in O51 /7o dom, 


And r.ow they had din'd, advancing 
Into the Midſt of the HL], 

The Fidlers ſtruck up for Dancing, 
And Teremy led up the Brawl; 

But Mir garet kept a Quarter, 
A Lais that was proud of her Pelt, 

"Cauſe 4th r had Roln her Garter, 
And {wore he would tie it himſelf: 

She ſtruggl'd, and bluſii'd, and tiown'd, 
And ready with Anger to cry, 

"Cauſe Arthur, in tying her Carter, 
Had !lipt his Hand up roo high. 


And now for throwing the Stockings 
The Bride away wa: L d; 
The Bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking 
For Candles to liglit *em to Bed: 
But Robin, finding him (ly, 
Moſt friendly took him ade, 
The while that his Wife wich 1 illy 
Was playing at Hooper's-hide: 


— * 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 123 


And now the Warn Ga me begins, 
The critical Mute ws comes 
And Charuinp. 21 V.! on. and kiſlings 


' U 
Went mer. 20 N. 1 = Rem. 


Pert Sir-phon was bind to 7 ity, 
And blith- as a Ute? in ts Spring; 
And I. y Was fo * Natty 

And a adedb with a Ruchwvigg: 
Sukie, thar wi 4 with the Cu ſliion, 

An Hour frohe Room hd been gone, 
Ard Barnaby xnew by her bluſſung, 

Thar ſome other Dance hd beca done: 
And thus of ire fait Made, 


That came tothe Ma(dding with en, 


Scarce five of the litty were 1-tt y*, 


That ſo did return again, 


SONG CXIII. 
() N a Bank of Fiow'rs. in a Sainmer's Day, 


Inviting and unde, 
In her Bloom of Years bright Celia lay, 
Wich Love and Sen 0 proft : 
When a youthtul Swain, with admiring Ey:s, 
Wiſh'd ke durſt the fair id ſurprize, 
With a fa, la, la, &-. 
But fear'd aprroa.hing Dries. 


2 1 
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As he gaz d, a gentle Breeze aroſe, 
That fann'd her Robos aſide, 
And the fleeping Nymph did the Charms diſcloſe, 
Wich waking ſhe would hide, [highs 
Ther hs Breath grew ſhort, and his Heart beat 
He long'4 to touch what he chanc d to ſpy, 
With a fa, I, la, &c. 
But durſt not Hell draw nigh, 


All amaz'd he ſtood, with ler Bp autics fir'd, 
And bleſt the courteous Wind , | 

Then ia Whiſpers ſigh'd, an4 ihe Gods defir'd, 
That C iu might be kind. 

When with Hope grown bold, he advanc'd amain; 

But ſhe laugh'd aloud in a Dream, and again 
With a fa. lay, la, &c. 

Repell'd the tim 'rous Swain, 


Wet when once Defire has inflam'd the Soul, 
All moeſt Doubts withdraw ; 
And the Gud of Love does each Fear controul, 
That would the Lover awe. 
Shall a Prize like this, ſays the vent'tous Boy, 
Scape, and I not the Means employ? 
With a i, la, la, &c. 
To ſeize tlie proffes'd Joy. 


Here the glowing Youth, to telieve his Pain, 
The {lumb'ring Maid careſs'd, 

And with trembling Hands (O the fimple Swain”) 
Her ſnowy Boſom preſG's; 


vo 4 
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When the Virgin wak'd, aud aftrighted cw, 
Yet look d as wiſhing he would puiſue, 

Wich a fa, la, la, &c. 
But Damon mifs'l ii; Cur, 


Now repenting that he ! ad let ler fo, 
Himſelf he thus accu: dz; 
What a dull and ſtupid thing was I, 
That ſucl > Chance abus v ? 
To thy Shamc "twill ſoon (3.3 ils Plain: L is 5 
Damon a Virgin alleep bettey !, 
With a fa l, la, &c. 
Let let her go a Maid. 


r 


SONG CXIV. 


1 LL tell thee, Dick, where | have lately bees, 
(There's rave Doings at Bath) 

„Mongſt Beauties divine, the like was ne'er ſeen, 
(There's rare Doings at Bath) [ Spleen, 

And ſome diſmal V+ its rt! at were cat up with 
There's reve Dot s 4 Bail: ; 

Raffi g an? Ali,, and Pipiug aud in ing, 
Th.“ rave Dor: gs « * Bath. 


Where all drink the Waters to recover Heilit:, 

And ſome fort of Fools hers throw Olk their 
Weich; | 

Ard now and then Rif bit that's dene by Autle 


Theres 140 Dei. g. Wu? Rat. 


M > 
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And now for the Crew that paſs in the Throng, 

That live by the Gut, or the Pipe, or the Song, 

And teaze all the Gentry as they paſs along; 
There's, &c. 


Firſt Corbet began, My Lord, pray, your Crown, 

You'll heat a new Boy I've jaſt brought to Town, 

I'm fure he will pleaſe you, or elſe knock me 
There's, &c. | [dowa 5 

Beſides, I can boaſt of my ſelf and two more, 

And Leyeridge the Baſs, that ſweetly will roar, 

Till all the whole Audience join in encore. 
There's &c. 


Next Holcomb, La Tour, and Baniſter too, 

With Hautboy, one Fiddle and Tenor fo blue, 

And fuſty old Muſick, not one Note of new, 
There's, &c. 


Nezt Morphe o, rhe Harper, with his Pig's Face, 

Lies tickling a Treble, and vamping a Baſs ; 

And all he can do, tis but Muſick's Diſgrace. 
There's &c. 


Then comes the Eunuch to teaze em the more 
Subſcribe your two Cuineas to make up fourſcote, 


I never perform'd at ſo low Rate befure, 
There's &. 


Then come the Strolers among the teſt; 

And little Punch Pozwel ſo full of his Jeſt, 
With pray, Sir, good Madam, tis my Show 
There's, Ke, lis beſt. 


| 
| 


F ENGLISH SONGS. 127 


Thus being tormented, and reaz'd to their Souls, 

They thought the beſt way to be rid of thoſe Fools, 

The Cale they referr'd to the Maſter of th' Rulls, 
Ti.ere's, &c. 


Says his Honour, and then he put on a Prown, 
The Caſe if you leave to my Thoughts alone, 
I'll foon have them all whi; t out of the Town. 
There's rare Doing at Bath 5 
Rafiiing, &c. 


r 


—— — 


SON G CXV. 


Burn, my Brain conſumes to Aſhes, 
I Each Eyc- ball too like Lighting flaſhes: 
Within my Breaſt there glows a ſolid Fire, 
Which in a thouſand Ages can't expire. 


Blow the Winds, great Ruler, blow; 


Bring the Po and the Ganges hithes, 
"Tis ſultry Weather. 


Pour them all on my Scul, 
It will hiſs like a Coal, 
But never be the cooler. 


"Twas Pride hot as Hell 
That firſt m ade me rebel; 
From Love's awful Throne a curs'd Angell fell 


And mourn now my Fate, 
Which myſelf did create, 


Foel, Fool, that conſidet'd not when L was well. 


| 
N 
' 
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Adieu, tra: orting Jovs; 
Off, ye vain fantaſtick Toys, 
That dreſs their Face aul Body to allure. 
Bring me Daggers, Poiſon, Fire, 
Since Scora 15 turn'd into Deire, 


A!lHell feels not the Rage which I, poor L,cndure, 


* 


SONG CXVL 
7 HE Sages of old 
In Prophecies told 
The Cadſe ot a Nation's undoing 3 
But dhe true ENI Breed 
No Plophecicg need, 
For each Man here ſeeks His own Ruiu- 


By Crumbliag and urs 
We promote civil. Wars, | 
Aid re ch ap falſe Tenets to many 3 
ela e awl we bite, 
We rail and we fight 
F 1 Religion, yort av M an has any 
Then lim let's commend, 
That's true to lis Fnt, 
And a Mifs that can wist ly prattle; 
Who delights non: Blood, 
But draw when flu ſhould, 
Aud bravely ne'er ſhrinks from che Battle, 
Who rails not at Kg 
Noe AY politiek 70 "by 4 


Noi T. wm Je. 1 


* 


hes mellow 5 


Th 
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But takes a full Glaſs 
To his Maſter's Succeſs ; 
This, this is the honeſt brave Fellow. 


Fs wa 


SONG CXVI. | 
| Hloe bluſh'd, and frown'd and ſwore, | 

1 And puſh d me rudely from her; f 
I call 'd her faithlefs jiltirg Whore, 

To talk to me of Honour. 


But whenl roſe, and would he gone, 
She cry'd, nay, whither go ye? 
Young Damon, ſtay, now we're alone, 
Do what you will with Chloe. 


SONG CXVII. 
T H E Charms of bright Beauty ſo powerful 


are, 
For that we make Peace, and for that we make 
| War; | 
| Then tell me uo more of Religion and Laws, 
Your Cant of Injuſtice, the good and bad Cauſe 5 
Leut Conqueſts and Triumphs, your Captives 
and Spuile, 
Shall never incite me to hazardous Toils 
To be great, wiſe, and wealthy, I neverwaul | 
chuſe, 
Should the Nymph I adore, het Favour tefuſ -:. 


| 
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Pur 1+: my Ege prov® faithful and kind, 
F'll wear”, - the Winter, ant wii y the Wind; 
I'li ravage hie Seas, .. Fe th and the Air, 
And combat fer her, coo Death and Def air, 


SONG CXI4 
Win Ll fondiy view the Charmer, 
Thus the God of Love 1 ſuc; 
Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 
Cupid, if you love me. do: 
Of a Thouſand Smiles bereave her, 
Rob her Neck, her Lips, her Eyes 
The Remainder ſtill will leave her 
Pow'r enough to tyrannaize. 


Shape and Feature, Flame and Pailion 
Still mev ry Breaſt wil: move 
M ore is Supererogation, 
Meer Idolatry of Love : 
You may dreſs a World of Chls;'s 
In the Beauty ſhe can ſpare ; 
Hear him, Cup:d, whono ue is 
To your Altars, vi the Fair. 


Fovlifh Mortal pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cup: made Rexly 

Do Forella's Charms dilpleaic you? 
Die then, fool. ſh Mortal, die: 

Fancy not that Lil lezrive her 
Or tie captizating Stores 
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S epherd, , 111 rather give her 
Twzcaty I :wuſcnd Beauties more, 


Were 1% proud and foure, 
Apt tu mock a Lover's Care, 
juſtly chen you'd pray, that Power 


Choukd be taken trom the Fair; 
But tho | ſpread a Blimiſh ver her, 

No Relief in rhat you'll tin!, 
Still fond She! erd, you'd adore her 

vor the Beauties of her Mind. 


SON G CXX. 
M Aiden freſh as a Rvſc, 
1 Young, buxom, and fell ut Jollity, 
Take no Spouſe among Beaus, 
Fond of theit raking Qualit, 
He who wears a long Buſh, 
All powder'd down from bis Pericrane, 
And wit) Noſe toll of S eſh, 
Sauces out Love in meny Vein. 


5 


Who to Dames of high Place 
Does prattle like any Parrot too, 
| Yer, with Dos ies a B.ace, 
At Night piggs m 4 Garret too: 
Patrimony outrun, 
To mak- a tine Shew to carry thee: 
Plainly, Fricad, thou're undone, 
li fuch a C:cature marry thee 
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Then for fear of a Pride, 
Ot flattering Noiſe and Vanity, 
Yoke a Lad of our Tribe, : 
He'll ſhew thee beſt Humanity: 
Flaſhy thou wilt find Love, 
In civil as well as (zculur 
Put when Spirit doth muV?, 


We have a Gift particular. 


Tho our G.avenets 1« Pride, 

That Boobies the more may venerate ., 
He that gets a gond Bride 

Can jump when he's to gencrate z 
Ou then gocsthe Liiguite, 

To Bed in his Arms he'll carry thee : 
Then be happy and wiſe, 

Take 1:4 and Nay tu marry thee, 


— 


SON G CXXI. 
Oung Cupid | find 
To ſubdue me inclin'd, 

But at length I a Stratagemn found, 

That will rid me of him, 

For Lil drink to the Prim, 

And unleſs he can ſwim, 
He like other Puppies will drowns 


TY 
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SONG CXXII. 


Y Days have been ſo wond'"tous tree, 
The little Birds that tiy, 
With car-lcf> Fate, from Tree tu Tree, 
Were but as bleſt as J. 


Ask giiding Waters, if a Tear 
Of mine increas'd their Stream z 
Or ask the flying Gales, it e er 
L lent a Sigh to them, 


But now my former Days retire, 
And I'm by Beauty caught : 
The tender Chains of ſwcet De fire 
Are tizt upon my Thought, 


An eager Hepe within my Breait 
Does every Doubt controui ; 
And lovely Nancy ſtands conteſt 

The Fav'rite of my Soul, 


Ye Nightingalcs, ye twiſting Pines. 
Ye Swains that haunt the Grove; 
Ye gentle E-ho's, breezy Winds, 
Ye cloſe Retrears of Love; 


With all of Nature, all of Art, 
Afliſt the dear Deſigu; 

O teach a young unpraCtis'd Heart, 
To make her ever mine. 
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The very Therght of Change I hate, 
As much as ot D pair, 

Aud bar {ly covet to be great, 
Uu:cts it be tor her. 


Tis true, the Peſſion in my Mind 
Is mixt with foit Diutrels ; 

Vet while the Fair | love is kind, 
I cannot Mili it lets. 


SONG CXXill. 


Wet are the Charms ut her | love, 
Nivce fragrant tha: ile Bamse Roſe; 
Saft as the Doof Tunle-Doe, 
Gentle as Winds when Z-proyr blows; 
R:icefhing as d. icen d. g Rains 


To ſun burnt Clin es and tluiſty Plains. 


True as the Negdle tothe Pole, 
Or as the D.al to rhc Sun, 
Conſtaut as gli ing We ters toll, 
Whoſe ſwelung Tidcs obey the Moon g 
rom ev'ry ther Charmer free, 
My Li and Love ſhall fol:o'y thee. 


The Lamb the Flow'ry Thyme devours, 
The Dam the tender Kid purtucs ; 
Sweet Phi ue, in ſhady Bow';s 
Of verda:u Spring her Note renews; 


1 
U 
, 


— 


* 
1 


—— 


—ͤ——U—Vẽ ß — 


— 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 
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Summer ih' Wee h Rag Aut mn flies; 


Nu d! ang. SIP L. 1 


Love only knows 


Dr woes : s NC, V 
Mak l. fty Oak 


Arbe T' 


In „is tu 


E. 


e March 
But Time deſtroying tor h 
Love irvm the Suu! can neee: 


t they mn it adware, 
iy Sour's Di ſnc, 


augf'eni 


44 1 ++ % * 


g fies Place. 
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*: ual 81 114g. 
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2 25 0 { 
leres! 


21 . 


Death only, with his cruel Dirt, 
The gentle Codhead can remove. 


And drive ! 


yin tom theo 


bleeding Heart, 


To mangle with the Bleſt above; 


Wh dere kn: Own to all his N Aten Train, 


He finds a lait: 207 Re Ko trom Pain. 


Love and his S:Rerfaiy, the Soul, 


Tin born from Hcav'n together came 


Love will the Univerſe controul, 


hen dying S:afons 
Disine Abodes Nall own his Pont 
When Time and D:ath ſhall be uo moce, 


N 2 


1 * * 
Ie ti 


1. ** 
GISY 


ir Name 
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8 
S ON G CXXIV. 
F all the Girls that are fo lnart, 
There's none like pretty Selly : 
She is the Darling of my Iteart, 
And ac lives in our Alley: 
There is no Lady in the Land 
{> half fo {weet as Sally; 
J is the Darlirg of my Heat, 
An. ſnhe ue in our Ally, 
{or ther he makes Cabbage-Wets, 
Lend thro' the Streets doth cry cin; 


tier Mother ſlie ſells Laces long 
To ich as pleale to buy em; 

But ſure fuch Folks could neter beget 
So ſweet a Girl as Sally - 

She is the Dicling of my Heart, 
Amt ic hves in our Alley. 


Wh: ſhe is by, I rave my Work, 
I lose ber io ſincerely ; 

My Maſter comes like any Le., 
And bugs me molt ſcverely 

But let haun barg his Belly fall, 
II bear it all for Sally, 

Sheis rhe Darllug of my Heart, 
Anil ſhe lives in our Alley, 


Or all the Days are in the Week, 
L d:-arly love but one Day, 
Mntihat's the Day that comes betwigt 
Tice Lat ν and Mondays 


* 
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Tor then I'm dreſt ali in my beſt, 
To w..ik abruadt vaith Sally; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And a lives ia our Alley. 


1211 8 
My Nalei'cartios me to Church, 
— — - 1 , 
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Aa ſac HKves ia OUL ar y. 


7 A 7 * . 
When Cz-1/. mx; Comes al Zain 


9 
Oh! then I ih I hive Money ; 
IIl hoard ir up, and box it < 1, 
And git e it my HM: 


I weu ii Kere Ten Thouland Pcunds, 
14 gi vo 1 all to 5414 3 

She is the Oerliag ot iny Heart, 
And ſhe live: in dur Alley, 


My Maſter an ths Nerghbours al 
Make Game of me and Sally, 

And (but fur her) I'd bettet be 
A Slave, and ruw a Gallcy ; 

But when my {even long Y-: rs arc out, 
Q:! ticen L! marry 92 y, | 

Ol then wlll well, and etlicea wel! bed; 
But actin ou; Alley. 


R 2 


1 


. 


2 


7 
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SO NG CXXV. 
* Old yon have a young Virgin of Fiftecn 
Years, 
You mult tickle he, Fancy with. Swcets and Deats, | 
Ever toying and playing, and {weer'y, ſweetly ( 
Sing a Love-Sorner, and charm her Ears; q 
Wittily, prettily talk her down, 
Chaſe her, and praiſe her, it fair or brown ; 
Smooth her, and forth her, 
And teaze her, and pi-atc her, 
Aud touch but ker Si. Het, and all's your own, 


Do you fancy a Widow well known in Man, 
Wich a Front of Atfurance come boldiy on; 
Re at her each Moment, and briskly, briskly 
Put her in Mud kow her Time ſtcals on; 
KNattle and prattle, aliho' ſhe frown, 
Rouzc her, and touze her from Morn to Noon, 
And fhew ler iv ne Hour 
You'll anſwer ker Dow, 


And get but hee Wiritinge, and all's your own. 


Do you fancy a Punk (fa Humour free, 
That's k.:pt by a Fambler of Quality, 
You mult ral at her Keeper, and tell her, tell hers 
That Pieaſurc's beit Charm is Variety: 
Swear her much faiter than all the Town, | 
Try her, and ply her when Cully's gone, oy” 
Dog her, and jog her, 
Avd mee: ler, and treat her, 
And kifs with a Guinca, aud all's your ow, 


> - a 


N * 
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S 0) NG CXXVI. 
He. () „ Comforts | mifcarry'd, 


29 


en | play'd the Sor and marry'ds 


"Tis a Trop ti cre's none need doubt ou't, 
Thoſe that ate in would fain get out on't. 


Se Pie! my Dear, pray come to Bed, 
That Napkin take, and bind your Head, 
Too mu:h Drink your Brains has dos'd, 
You'll be quite alicr'd when repos d. 


He. *Oans tis all oue, if I'm up or he down, 
For as ſoon as the Cock crows I il be gone. 
e. 'Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me, 
Was 1, was L made a Wife to he alone? 


He. From your Arms my ſelf divorcing, 
I this Morn wuſt ride 4 courſing, 
A Sport hat far exccis a Madam, 


Orc al the Wives have been ance Alam. 


She. I, when-thus I've loſt my Due, 
Mit hug wy lou, wanting you; 


Aud int vou twpe tt all the Day, 
Regaie 'n Cups 178 harmleſs Tea. 


He. Pox, „at care | drink your Slops till you 


dic 


Yonder's Brandy will k- ep .nca Mouth froin home. 


She. If: us parten, In teen heartedz 
* 3 


When . wi.ca L tend to. 50% my Dear, prov 


come, 
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HF.. Fre ll be from Rambling hiader'd, 
I'll rune my Spoutc and Kindred 
To be ſober I've no L iſure, 

What's a Ma: \.;thu..t Kis Pleaſ: ze ? 


©. To vy Grief then I mutt foe, 
Strong Wine and ant my Rivals be; 
Wilk you caruf+ it with your Bla 05, 
Poor Lit ſtitching with my Maids, 


H.. Oor +! you may go to your Cofſine you know, 
And there, if yu ;neet with a Ficud, pray do, 
She. C, ye Joker, go Provoler, | 
Never never ſhall l micet a Man like you. 

y 


SONG. CXXVII. 
H O” crvc! you feem to my Pain, 
Anil hate me becauſe I am true; 
Yet, Fhillis, you love a faife Swain, 
W has other Nymphs in bis View: 
Enjoymert's a i rifle to him, 
To me what a Heav'n it would be; 
To him bur a Woman yon teomy 
But ah you're an Angel toe. 


T}of: Tis ich he touches in Haſte, 
To th en 1 for ever coull grows 

St ll chioprig arcund heat dear Waiſt, 
Vue he ſpans as heſtue him you go; 

That Arn, like « Wy fo white, 
Which over bz Shuuliers you lay; 


"4 


WW, 
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My Roſom could warm it all Night, 
My Lips they would prefs it all Day. 


Were | like a Monarch to reighy 
The Graces my Subjects to be, 
d leave them, and fly to the Plain, 
To dwell in a Cottage with thee : 
But if | muſt feel thy Difdain, 
If Tears cannot Cruelty drown, 
O! let me not live in this Pain, 
But give me my Death in a Frown. 


— 


SONG CXXVIII. 


Mongſt the Willows on the Graſs, 


Where Nymphs and Shepherd: lic, 
Young Willy courted bonny Beſs, 
And Xell ſtood liſt' ning by: 
Says Hill, we will not tarry 


Two Months before we marry. 

No, no, fie no, never never tell me (cy 
For a Maid I'll live and die. 
Say, Ne, % An I, 
Say» Nell, Gs. 


Long time bet wizt Hope and Deſpair, 
And Riſſes mixt between, 

He with. 4 Sang did charm her Kat, 
Thinking ſhe chang hal been, 

Says il, I want a Blefling, 

Jubſtantialler than bailing 
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No, no. ſie no, never never tell me ſa, 

For. | will never change my Mind: 

$.ry. Nell, 81! ProVe more kind, 

$avs Nell, Ec. 


Smart Pain the Virgin ©: 4s, 
Altho' by Nature taughte 
When ſhe ürſt to Man inclines : 
© th: Nell, II wertiive it. 
Oh! who wou'd lovie a Tregſue, 
For ſuch a pury Pleaſure 
Not I, not I, no, a Mail Ti live aud die 
And to my Vow b- tr:c. 
Quet* Nell, Th: more F:ol you, 
Quct / Nell, S. 
To my Cloſet Ul repair, 
A 14 read on godly Books, 
Forget rain Love, and worldly Cate. 
Qn Nell, Thet lihely looks ! 
You Men ate all perfidious, 


, 


Rur I w:ll be religious, 


Try all, iv all, and while I breatlie, defy all, 


Your Sex | now deſpiſe. 
Says Nell, By Jore, De lies, 
Says Nell, G. 


— 


S O NG CXXIX. 
REN the bright God of Day 
Drove to Weſtward each Ray, 
And the Evenipg was charmir g and clear, 


| 
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The Swallows amain 
Nunbly skim ver the Plain, 
And our Shadows ke Giaats appear. 


In a jleſſemine Bow'r, 
When the Bean was in Flow'r, 
And Zephyr brezth'4 Odours around; 
Lovely Silvia was fat, 
With a Song ant Spinnet, 
To charm all the Grove with the Sound. 


Rifie Bowers the ſung, 
| Wlile the Harmony rung, 
And the irs they all Qutt'ring frive: 
Th' Induſtrious Bees 
From the Flowers and Trees, 
Gently hum with the Sweets to their Hive. 


Te gay Cod of Love, 

As he tang'd oer the Grove, 
By Zephyr conducted along; 

As ſhe touch'd o'er the Strings, 
Tie beat time with his Wings, 
And E. bo repeated the Song. 


Oh! ye Rovers, beware 
Huw ye venture too near, 
Love is doubly arm'd for to wound 
Your Fate you can't ſhun, 
And you're ſurely undene, 
If yzouraſhly approach near the Sound, 
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SONG CXXX. 


2 FRE all People and Sports, 
Or al. Sizes and Sorts, 
Coach d Dame! and Squires 
And Mob in the Maire, 
Torp lus, Drugmaliions, 
Lords, Lidies, Saus Babies, 
And Loogtes in Scores ; 
Some hawling, fome bawling, 
Some leering, (ome ilcering, 
Some loving, ſome ſhoving, 


With Legions of furbclow 'd Tores. 


To the Tavern ſome go, 

And ſome to the Show, 

Sec Poppets and Moppets, 

Jack-Puddens for Cuddens, 

Rope-dancing, Mares prancing, 

Boats flying, Qrachks lying, 

Pick-Po: kers, Pick-Plachets, 
Beaſts, Butchers and Beans: 

Hops prattling, Dice rattling), 

Roos ſhamming, Putts damning. 

oer; painted, Mack; tainted 
In Tally nens furbclow Clothes. 


The M. bs Joys wou'd ye know, 
To yon Moſtek-Houſe go, 
Sec Tay los and Sailors, 


Whores, Melih and Delly, 


( 
* 


1 
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Hear Mutick makes you fi.k 
Some skipping, ſome tripping, 
Some ſmoking, fone jokingys 

Like Spigget and Tap; 
Short Meaſure, ſtrange Pleaſure, 
Thus ſwilling an billing, 
Some y atl/ get fzuly 

For Fairinge Pig, Parl, and a Clap. 


SONG Cxxxl. 


F. E, Sire, ſce here! a Doctor rare, 


Who travels much at home“ 
Here take my Pills, they cure all Lils, 
Paſt, preſent, and to come; 
The Cram p, the Stiteh, the Squirt, the Itch, 
The Cout, the Stone, the Pox, 
The Mulligrubs, the bunny Scrubs, 
And all Fandorea's Box: 
Thouſands I've ditlefted, 
Thouſands new erected, 
And ſuch Cures effected, 
As none e'cr can tell; 
Let the Palſy ſhake ve, 
Let the Cholick rake ye, 
Let the Crinkums break ye, 
Let the Murrain take ye, 
Take this, take this, aud you are well 
Thouſands, &c. 


Come Wits fo keen, dc vour'l with S; leen, 


Aud Bcaus who 've ſprain'd your Backs, 
O 


f 


— — 
2 


| 
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Pig belly'd At11ls oll founder'd Jales, 
And pepper'd Vizard Cracks; 

I ſoon remove te Pains of Love, 
An] cve tie love-ſick Maid, 

The Lonngs the Ol, the Hot, the Cold, 
The Living and the Dead; 

I clear the Laſs with Wainſcot Face, 
Aud from Pi u- gennets free; 

Plump Ladies red hike Saracen's Head 
With ropirg Ratatie. 

This, with a Jick, will lo your Work, 
Aud ſeout ye o'er and oer; 

Read, judge, and try; and it you die, 


Never believe me more. 


SONG CXXXII. 
N E. Ev'aing having loſt my Way, 
By chance I came into a Wood, 
"Fo! had been very hot that Day, 
I under a Covert ſtœod: 
Long time l had not tarry'd there, 
Before | hear! a ruſſling nigh, 
A. Yemale Voice ſaid, {tay my Dear, 
Thie man cry d, Zoons, not I, 
Don't offer to hold me, but let go my Hand, 


Tl ou'ſt tore off a Button, and rumpl'd my 


Band, 


Doa't ſqueeze me, let me goo, for I wonna be 


tool'd by thee, 
Theſe Words, L own, did make me ſtare, 
No Perſon being to be (cen ; 
When thro't!:: Leaves a Damſel fairs 
Lipy'd lying on the Creea, 


= 
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A luſty Clown did by her Can, 
Endeavourny for to get avayy 
The Lats as it:vngly held bis Hand, 
And thus to him did ay 
My dearclt ſweet Dei, why wilt tuwcy be 
So croſs, and ſo cruel unto me, 
When thou know'ſt L love, I languiſh, I tigh, I 
die fer thee. 
And thin the Tears did trich le dosen 
From lor trig). F.ycs excecing tals 
The Sight of which {o mov'l tl: Clown, 
He ſtocd like one ag haſt. 
Why wilt thou Joz4 tempt me ſoo, 
| Mayhaps we may a young one get, 
Then I mutt fora Solllier goo, 
And thou lange I hare to fight. 
My deareſt, my Diete, be ruled by me, 
They neit!:ie; ſhall preſs thee by Land nor by 
Sea, 
But love me, drateſt Dicke, and I'll fave thee 
from the Ware. 
At tliis the Clown began to grin, 
And learingly on her did look, 
And after having wip'd his Cluny 
Frum hera Kits he took, 
Aud wilt thou then, my deareſt can, 
Secure methat I ſhan't be preſt, 
If fo, I wiſh we two were one; 
Ah Dick! then 1 am bleſt, 
She pull'd him down by her, ſaying, be not afraid» 
Gods ! who con'd deny my a Maid? 
+ '8 


: 
| 
| 
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Such Breaſts, ſuch Lips, ſuch Eyes, wou'd charta 
a modern Saint. 
Hal you but ſeen with how much Art 
She manag'd him in Love's Conteſt, 
And how well D::&z plaid his part, 
You'd ſw-ar that each lov'd belt. 
Now both agree to reſt a while, 
Peing tired with extre:m Lelight; 


She ſoon reviv'd him with a Smile, | | 
And Dickie renew'd the Fight, 
She hugg'd bim, ſhe kiſs'd him from Head to 
Heel, 
Such Joy and ſuch Tranſport the Clown did ] 
ne'er fer], 4 
My Dear, my Jo, he cry'd, I never can from ; 
thee part. ; 
They toy'd while they cou'd, and they both ] 
conſent, 
To meet the next Ev'ning, fo home they went, ( 
Die Feats no prefling now, and Joan has her 
Longing ſav'd. 
SONG CXXXIII. : 
N ſpite of Love, at length I've found - 
A NMliſtreſs that will pleaſe me, 
Her Humour free, and uncon'iin'l, 
Both Night an] Day ſhe'il caſe me 3 | 
No jeaious 'Thoug!:ts diſtuch my Mind, J 
Tho' ſhe's enjoy'd by all M:1 kind ; ] 


Then d:ink and never ſpare it, 
Tis a Bottle of good Claret. 
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If you, thro' all her naked Charms 
Her little Mouth diſcover, 

Then take her bluſhing to your Arms, 
And uſc her like a Lover ; 

Suc'; Liquor ſhe'll d1itil TR thence, 

As will trauſport your raviſh'd Seule, 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

*Tis a Bottle of good Claret. 

But beſt of all! ſhe has no Tongue, 

. $Sabmiſlive ſhe obeys me, 

She's fully better old than young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me; 

Her Skin is ſmooth, Complexicu black, 

And has a moſt delicious Smack; 

Then kiſs and never ſparc it, 

'Tis a Bottle of good Claret 

If you her Ex.ellence wou'd taſte, 
Be ſure you uſe her kind, Sir, 

Clap your Hand about her Wailt, 
And raiſe her up behind, Sir, 

As for her Bottom, never doubt, 

Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 

Then drink and never ſpare it, 

"Tis a Bottle of good Claret. 


SONG CXXXIV. 
OME hither, good Peuple, bot! aged and 
young, | 
And give your Attention to my nerry Tong, 
Lu ling you a true one, and not Holi ya. long, 
Hith done, dow ts wp ail doxwn, 
4% derry, down 


O 2 


159 A Select COLLECTION 


A Parſon there was, aud whoſe Name [ could tell, 
Put if 1 do not, it may be full as well, 


Wloſe Wife did all 2% Hire in Peauty excel, 
Wt doten, &c. 
Her Texture ſo perfect, her Eyes black as Sloe, 
Her Hair curling ſhone, and like ]: tit did ſhow, 
Which often denores 'tis the fame thing below, 
| With a down, &c, 
A ſprightly young Spark ſhe had ſmitten ſo deep, 
Nor Day had he Quer, nor Night had he Sleep, 
Which made him think how to her Bed he ſhould 
creeps Wb a dtn, &cs 
Afiſtance he wanted, and then did unhend 
His Mind to a Brother, beſure a good Friend, 
Vi ho ſaid, fear not, Matt, thou ſhalt compaſs 
thy End, ih a down, &c. 
in V/oman's Apparel dreſs out, and be gay, 
I'll vcnture my Life on't, twill be a ſure way; 
It you condeſcend but to what 1 ſhall ſay, 
With a down, &c. 


And thus to old Tack-'em's this Couple rode on: 
Dear Doctor, ſaysi rank, here's a thing to be done 
V hich Otfice perform'd, I ſhall gratefully own, 
W:th a 4: ton, & c. 

This Lady that long has Love's Paſſion def 1, 
And ail wy Addreſſes ſo often deny d, 
Will now make me happy, by being my Bride, 

| With a down && 
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Tis pait the Can nical Hour, ſail he, 

And till the next Moming you know it can't be, 

And then L Il attend you, Sir, muſt readily. 
With a doten, &c- 


Says Frank, I confeſs, Sir, you ate perfectly 
1ght, 
But here lies the Hardſhip, we can't while tis 
üght, 
Get to the next Town for a Lodging to Night, 
W it a downs NC 


Take no Care of that, Sir, for thus it ſhall be, 

Tue Lady, if ſhe think it fit to agree, 

Shall ie with my Deareſt, and you lic with me, 
117 A 40 &c, 


You ſo much oblige me in what you now ſay, 

I hope in Return | ſhall find out a Way, 

Such generous Kindneſs with Thanks w tepay, 
Wit! dun, &c. 


This being agreed on, both Sides did conſent, 

To put the Glaſs round, and the Evening was ſpent 

Jn Mirth and good Cheer, then to hed they all 
went, 


With a down, &e. 


No ſooner in Bed then, but with a bold Grace, 

Wa:t, full of Cute, chus open'd the: Caſe, 

Dear Madaus lays he, Imuſt.-then dd cmbrace, 
ub 4 down, &c- 
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Confoun led ſhe lay, and not able to freak, 

To think how theſe Wags had decciv'd her and 
Dick, 

Zut at laſt ſie was zleas'd will the Frolick and 


Tric k 
r IIitꝰ a down, &c. 


He pleas'd her ſo well, that tranſported ſhe lay, 
Contriving and plotting for his longer Stay, 
Which thus to her Husband ſhe form'd the next 


Da * 
n With a down, &. 


Tlus Lady, my Deareſt, iaſt Night, full of Grief, 

Oft hugg d me, and told me, | can't, for my Life, 

Conſent, tho I've promis'd him, to be his Wife, 
With a down, &c- 


To Morrow (ſaid ſhe) and then freely went on, 
Tho' I love him, my Hearts tells me I muſt be 
gone, 
If ſo, the poor Man, yeu know may be undone, 
With a down, &c. 


Now how to prevent this I'll think of a Way, 

If I can perſuade he. ſome time here to ſtay, 

And that's a good Office, I'm ſure you will fay, 
With a down, &c. 


Tis fo, my dear Creature, pray do what you can, 

To pleafe her and bring her to Humour again, 

Aud I'll do my beſt to divert the poor Man, 
With s dow, &c, 


A 


cn — moo 
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The Plot ſo well taken, made both their Hearts 
bound, 

All Night, and all Day too, whenever they found 

Convenience for Paſtime, her Pleaſure he crown'd, 

| I ul 2 down, &c. 


Ard thus my Friend Hatt his full Swing did ob- 
tain, | 

The Wife too in Tranſport a whole Weck dil 
reign, 

And te Man, neter the worſe, bad his Mare back 
again, With a down, &c. 


*— _—_ 


SONG CXXXV. 
P HILLTS, the faireſt of Love's Foes, 


Tho' fiercer than a Dragon, 
Pills, that ſcorn'd the powder'd Beaus, 
What has ſhe now to brag on? 
What has ſhe now to brag on? 
W+h-t as ſh-, &<c. 
So long ſhe kept her Limbs fo cloſe, 
Till thy had ne'cr a Rag on. 
Compell'd thro? Want, the wretched Maid 
Did ſad Complaints begin, 
Which ſucly Strpm0u hearing, ſaid, 
Ir was both Shame and Sin, 
It was both Shame and Sin, 
It was 51th, &c. 
To pity ſuck a laze Jade, 
Who'd neither kifs nor ſpin. 
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SONG CXXXVI. 


H F. Nas Corruption hence did ge; 
And lett the Nation free, 
When Ay ſaid ay, and No lai nv, 
Wichout a Place or Fee 
Then Satan, thi king things went ill, 
Sent forth his Spirit, call'd Quady;ile 
&wuadville, Quadrille, Quadriile, 
Ki, gs, Qleens, and Knaves, made up his Pack, 
And four fair Suits he wore, 
His Troops they were with ted and black 
All bloteh'd and ſpotted v'er 
And ev'ry Houſe, go where you will, 
Is haunted by this Lap, QuuAxille. 


Sure Cards he has for ev'ry thing, 
Which well Court. Cards they name, 

And, Stateſman- like, calls in the King, 
To help out a bad Came; | 

But if the Partics manage ill, 

The King is forc'd to loſs C Mille. 


When tuo and two were met of ol !, 
Tho' they ne'er meant to marry, 
They were in Cutid's Books enroll'd, 

| And call'd a Party Zitarriees 

Put now, meet when and where you will, 

A Party Quarre? is Qradrille. 


The Commonrer, the Knight and Peęr, 
New of all Ranks and Fame, 


— 


= | 
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Leave to their Wives the only Care 
To propagate their Name; 
And well that Duty they t.ltil, 
While the good Husband's at Quadrille, 


When Patient lies in piteons Calc, 
In comes th' Apothecary, 

And to the Doctor cries, alas 
Non debes Quadiiilave , 

The Patient dies without a Pill, 

For why ? the Doctor's at Quadyille, 


 Shou!d ran and SpA again giow loud; 


The M .ov't grow louder. 
Britain, to curb her N-ighbours proud, 
V. 0414 want both Ball and Powder; 
Muſt want both Sword nd Gun to kill, 
For why ? the Cen'zal' at Qiead ale. 
The Ning of late Irew forth his Swcrd, 
(Thank God, tas not ia Wrath) 
And made of many a Squire and Lol, 
An unwaſh'd Knight of Lib, 
hat are theſe Feats of Aris and Skill, 
T':cy're but nine Parties at MAxille. 


A Party late at Cambray met, 
Which drew all E-ope's Eyes; 

Twas call'd, in Poſt By and Gazette, 
The Quactruple Allies: 

But ſomebody took ſomeching ill, 

do broke this Party at Au ille. 


And now Cod fave this noble Realm, 
Aud Cod fave cke Hanover, 
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And Gul (ave thuſe who hold the Helm, 
When as the King goes over; 

Pu: let the King go where he will, 

Hs Subjects mult play at Quadrille. 


SONG CXXXVII. 


O Lor dlings proud I tune my Song, 
Who ͤfeaſt in Bow'r or Hall; 
Tho' Dukes they be, yet Dukes ſhall (ce 
That Pride will have a Fall. 


Now that this ſame it is right ſooth, 
Full plain it doth appear, 

From what befel John Duke of Cuiſe, 
And Arc of Lancaſtere. 


When Richard Cæur de Lyon reign'd, 
(Which means a Lyon's Heart) 
Like him his Barons tag'd and roar'd, 


Each play da Lyon's Part. 


A Word and Blow was then enough, 
Such Honour did them prick, 

If you but tuin' your Check, a Catf, 
And if your A=——e, a Nick. 


Look in their Face, they tweak'd your Noſe, 
Art ev'ry Turn fell tot; 

Come near, they trod upon your Toes ; 
They fought from Head to Foot. 


Ot theſe, the Duke of Lancaſtere 
Stood Paramount in Pride, 
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He kick d and cutf'1, and tweak'd and trod 
His Foes and Fnenis beſide. 


| Firm on his Front his Beaver fat, 
So broad, it hid his Chin 
| For why ? he thought no Man his Mate, 
— i And fcar'd to tan his Skin. | 
With Spaniſh Wool he dy'd his Cheek, 
With Eſſence oil'd his Hair; 
No vixen Civet-Cat more ſweet, 
Nor more cou'd ſcratch and tear. 


Right tall he made himſelf to ſhow, 
Tho' made full ſhort by G--d; 
And when all other Dukes did bow, 

This Duke di1 only nod. 


Let courteous, blithe, and debonair 
To Guiſe's Duke was he 
Be Never was ſuch a loving Pair, 
Why did they diſagree ? 
Oh! thus it was, he lov'd him dear, 
And caſt how to requite him; 


And having no Friend left but this, 
He deem'd it meet to fight him. 


Forth with he drench'd his deſp'rate Quill 
And thus he did invite: 

This Bve at Whisk ourſelf will play, 
Sir Duke be here to Night. 


Ah no! ah no! the guileleſs Cuiſe 
Demurely did reply; 5 
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I cannot go, nor yet can ſtand, 
So tote the Cut have I. 


The Duke in Wrath call'd for his Steeds, 
And fiercely drove them on; 

Lord! Lord! How rattled then thy Stones, 
O Ningly Ren ſeng ton! 


Allin a trice on Cie he tuſi d, 
Thruſt out his Lady dear; 

He tweak'd his Noſe, trod on his Toe, 
And ſmote him on the Ear. 


But mark! how, 'midſt of Victory, 
Fate ſhews an old Dog - trick; 

Up leap'd Duke Joby, and knock'd him down, 
And ſo dowa tell Duke Nic. 


Alas, oh Nie oh Nic, alas! 
Right did thy Goſlip call thee ; 

As who ſhall ſay, alas! the Day, 
When J bu of Guiſe ſhall maul thee: 


For on thee did he clap his Chair, 
And on that Chair did fir; 

And look'd as if he meant therein 
To do what was not fit. 


p did'ſt thou look, oh woful Duke 
Thy Mouth yer durſt not ope, 
Certes, for fear of finding there 


Lie there, thou Caitiff vile (quoth Guiſe) 
No Sheet is here to ſave thee, 


wn, 
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« The Caſement it is ſhut likewiſe, 
« Beneath my Feet I have thee, 


« If thou halt aught to ſay, now (peak , 
« Then Lancaſtrre did cry, 

« Know ſt thou not me, nor yet thy ſelt, 
« Who thou, aud who am 17 


% Know'ſt thou not me, who (Gol be prais'3) 
© Have bau!' and quarrel:'4 more 

% Than all the Line of Lan-ajtere 
„% That battled hererotore 7 


« In Senates ſam'd for many a Spee, 
4 And what ſome Awe mult give ye, 

# Tho' laid thus low beneath thy Beech, 
Still of the Council Privy: 


* Still of the Duchy Chancellor, 
« Durant? Life I have it, 
c And turn (as now thou do'ſt on me) 
% Mine A———e on them that gave it, 


But now the Servants they ruſli d in, 
And Dake Nic up leap'd he; 

4 I will not cope againſt ſuch Odds, 
« But, Guiſe, I'll fight with thee, 


« To morrow with thee will I fight 
„Ender the Creen-wood Tree: 
« No, not to morrow, but to night 


„% (Quath Guiſe) Ul fight with thee. 
P 2 
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And now the Sun de. living low 
Beftceak't with g oc rhe Skies, 
Wen with his Sworl at Sad il:-boyw 

Rude forth the valiaut C4. 


Full gently prane be on the Lawn, 
Oft toul'd his Eyes around, 

Aud from bis Sterrup m tretch'd to find 
Wilo was nut to be found, 


Long bhrandiſh' he the Blade in Air, 
Long loo dethe Field „der, 

At length. le ſpy' the merry Men brown. 
And eke te Coach ant Four, 


From aut the Boot hold Vicholas 
Did wave his Wand fo whit?, 
As pointing out the gloomy Glade 

Whereat he meant to fight. 


Al in that dreadful Flour fo calin 
Was Lancajlere to fer, 
Ait he meant to take tlie Air. 


Or only rake a Fee. 


And ſo he did; for to N Cru: 
His trowling Wheels they run, 

Not that he ſhunn'd the doubtful Strife, 
But Bus'nels in aſt be donc. 


Back in the dark, by Prumpton Park, 
He turn d up thro' the Ghore, 

do unk to Camden -· Hoxſe fo high; 
in his Coach and Four. 
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Mean while Duke Guiſe did fret and fume, 
A Sight ic was to ſee, 
Benumm'd beneath the Ev'ning Dew, 
| Uader the Creen -· wood Tree. 


Then wet and weary Nome he fat'd, 
Sore mutt'ring all the way, 

The Day I meet Vic, he ſhall tue 
The Culgel of that Day. 


Mean time on ev*ry Pifling-poſt 
Paſte we this Recreant's Name, 

So that each Piſſer- by ſhall read, | | 
And piſs againſt the ſame, | 


Now God preſerve our gracious King, . 
And grant his Nobles all | 

May learn this Le ſſou from Duke Ni., | 
That Pride will have a Pall. 


* ů 


SONG CXXXVIII. 
AE of bright Beauties 
ä In Spring did appear, 
* Tochuſe a May-Lady 
To govern the Year; 
All the Ny mphs were in white, 
And the Shepherds in gree: 1 
Tbe tend wis given, 
And Feillis was Queen, 


3 


162 A Felect COLLECTION 

But Pills reſus'd it, 
And fighting did ſay, 

U nct wear a Garland 
While Pan is away. 


While Pan and fair Syrinx 

Are flcd from the Shore, 
The C:races ate baniſh'd, 

And Love is av more : 
The ſoft God of Pleaſure 

That warm'd our Deſires, 
Has broken his Bow, 

And extinguiſh'd his Fires 5 
And vows that himſelf 

And his Mother will mours, 
Till Pan and fair Syrinx 

Ta Triumph retura. 


Forbear your Ade fes, 

And court us no more, 
For we will perform 

What the Deity ſwore: 
Bur if you date think 

Ot deſerving our Charms, 
Away with your Shezp-hooks, 

Aud take to your Arms: 
Then Laurels aud Myrtics 

Your Brows thail adorn, 
Wicn Pan and fair Syringx 

Zi Triumph returas 
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SONG CXXXIX. 


Ae. Here Oxen do low, 
And Apples Trees grow; 
Where Cora is ſown, 
And Graſs is mown ; 
Where Pigeons do fly, 
Aud Rooks neſtle high, 
Fate, give me for Life a Place, 


She. Where Hay is well cock d, 
And Utlders are ftroak'd ; 
Where Duck and Drake 
Cry, quack, quack, quake ; 
Where Turkies lay Eggs, 
And Swine ſuckle Pigs 3 

Oh! there I would paſs my Days 


He. On nought we will feed, 
But what we can breed. 
Sbe. And wear on our Backs 
The Wool of our Flocks; 
And tho' Linnen feel 
Rough (pun from the Wheel, 
"Tis cleanly, tho' coarſe it comes. 
He. Town Follies and Cullies, 
And Mollies and Dollies, 


Fot ever alicu and for ever : 
She. Beaus, that in Boxes 
Lie ſmugg'ling their Does, 
With Wigs that hang down to their Bums. 
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He. Goodb'w'ye to the Mall, 
The Park and Canal, 

St. Fames's uu, 

And Flaunrers there, 

The Gaming Houſc too, 
Where high Dice and low 
Are manag'd by all Degrees. 
She. Adieu to the Knight 
Was bubbl'd laſt Night, 
That keeps a Blowze, 

And beats his Spouſe, 

And then in great Haſte, 

To pay what h'as loſt, 

Jends home to cut dowu his Tree: 
He. And well fare the Lad 
Improves ev'ry Clod, 

Who ne er ſet his Hand 

To Bill or to Bond: 

She. Nor barters his Flocks 
For Wine or the Pox, 

To chouſe him of halt his Day 
He. But Fiſhing and Fowling, 
And Hunting and Bowling, 
His Paſtime is ever and ever: 


She. Whoſe Lips, when ye buſs em 


Smell like the Bean Bloiſom ; 
Oh! he it's ſhall have my Praiſe, 
He. To Taverns where goes 
Squre Apples and Sloes, 

A long Adicu! 


And Fate wel too: 
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Th: Houſe of the Great, 
Whoſe Cook kas nu Meat, 
And Butler can't quench my Thirſt. 
She. Farcwel to the Change, 
Where Rantipoles range z 
Farewel, cold Tea, 

And Ratafce, 

Hide- Park, where Pride 

In Coaches ride, 

Altho' they bechoak'd with Duſt, 
He. Farewel the Law-Gown, 
The Plague of the Town, 
And Voes of the Crown, 
That ſhould be run down : 
She. With City Jack-daws, 
That make Staple Laws, 

To meaſure by Yards and Ells. 
He. Stock. jobbers and Swobbers, 
And Packers and Tackers, 

For ever adieu and for ever: 
Wie know what you're doing, 
And howue we are going; 


And ſo you may ring your Bells. 
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SONG CXL, 
HEN Chloe we ply, 
We ſwear we ſhall die, 
Her Eyes do gur Hearts {2 cathrall ; 
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But 'tis for het D: If, 
And noi for hes (elf 5 
"Tis ail Arie, Antifice all. 


The Mardens arc OP, 
They'll viſh an4 .hey'll fie: 
And ſwear if you 1& rude, they will can! 
But whiſper ſo low, 
By which you may know, 
Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


My Dear, the Wives cry, 
If ever you die, 
To marry again I ne'er ſhall; 
But leſs than «a Year 
Will make it appear, 
»Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


In Matters of State, 

And Party Debate, 

For Church and for Juſtice we bawi: 
But if you'll attend, 
You'll fad in the End, 

"Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


—  K 


ns. 


SONG CXLI. 
Ranſported with Pleaſure, 


I gaze on my Treaſures 
And raviſh my Sight; 
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While ſhe gayly ſimiling, 
My Ang.ſh beguiling, 
Auguments my Delight” 


How bleſt is the Lover 

- Whoſe Tornetits are over, 
His Pears and his Pains; 
When Beauty relenting 


Repays with conſenting 
Her Scourn aud Diſczin, 


SONG CXLII. 


Y Friend and I we drank Whole Piſs-pots 


Full of Sack up to the Brim: 
I drank to my Friend, and he drank his Por, 
So we put about the Whim. 

Three Bottles and a Quart, 

We fwallow'd down our Throat, 
(Bur hang ſuch puny Sips as theſe) ; 

We laid us all along 

Wich our Mouths unto the Bung, 
And tipp'd whole Hog ſhcads off with calc, 


I heard of a Fop that drank whole Taskards, 
Seil'd himſelf the Prince of Sots: 
But I fay now, hang ſuch filly Diunkardo, 
Melt their Flaggons, break their Pots, 
My Friend and I did join 
For a Cellar fall of Wine, 
And we dank the Vintner eut of Door; 
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We drank it all up- 
In a Morning, at a Sup. 
And greedily roam'd about for more. 


My Friend to me did make this Motion; 
Let us tothe Vintage Skips 
Then we imbark'd4 upon the Ocean, 
M here we found a Spanyſh Ship, 
Deeply laden with Wine 
That was ſupetſine, 
The Sailors ſwore five Hundred Tun, 
We drank it all at Scay 
Fre we came unto the Ney, 
And the Merchant ſwore he was quite undone; 


My Friend not having quench'd his Thirſt, 
Said. let us to the Vineyards haſte , 
Strait then we ſail'd to the Canaries, 
Which afforded juſt a Taſte; 
From ther.cc unto the Rhine, 
Where we drank up all the Wine, 
Till Bacchus cry d, hold, ye Sots, or ye die 
And {wore be never found 
In his uni verſal Round, 


Such thirſty Souls as my Friend and I. 


Out, fic ! cries one, what a Beaſt he makes him, 


He can neitherſtand nor go; 
Out, you Beaſt you, you're miſtaken, 
Whene'er knew you a Beaſt drink ſo? 
Tis when we drink the leaſt, 
That we drink inoſt like a Beaſt 


©, 


my 


| 
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But when we caroule it fix in Hand, 
"Tis then, and only then, 
Tit we drink the molt nike „en, 
When we driak til we can neither go not Waun. 


SON G CXLIII. 
She. Pn nod 7 let 7 prev! 5 


Dot thy Sanrd, an lle a Flail: 
Mounds and Bloss, and f.orching Iicat, 
Will abroad be ail you'll get. 
He. Oons you are mad, ye limpic Jade, 
Be gone, and don't . 
Fe. How think ye | ſhall do with „e and Suzy 
And all our Brat>, when venting you ? 
He. When | am n<ch with Plunder, 
Thou my Gaia ſhalt fhare. 
Je. My Share will be but mall, I fear, 
When bold D agoons have been 1 ickeering there, 
Anlthe Fliyetlints, the Gr man Ittigt em barce 
11 2 Mind you: Spinning, 
Men you: Linnen, 
Look to yuur Cheeſe you, 
Your Pigs and your Geefe tow, 
Se. No, no, I'll out with you. 
He. Blood and Fire, it you tire 
Thus my Paticuce 
With Vexations and Narrations, 
Tiumping, thumping, thumping 


Lethe fatal Word, Joan. 


Q 
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$52 Do, do, 'm good at thumping too, 
e. Morblicu! that Hutf ſhall never do. 
She. Come, come, 7 , let's buls and be Fuiicuds, 
Thus Rill, thus Love's Qartel ends: 
] wy Tong! eometumes let run, 
hut elas! 1 foun have done. 
il. Ti. well you're quaſh'd, 
You'd el(e been tn”, 
Sure as my Name 1>'/ ö. 
Se. Ver tain 1 d know tor what 
Y o1'ce all ſo hor, 
To go fight Knete nothing's got. 
He. Fortune will prove kind, aud we ſhall ther 
S Set- 
She. Grow great and want both Drink and Neat, 
Aud Coin, wncls the pamper'd Froxc/ you beat: 
Ah John! take Care Fin and learn more Wit. 
Fe. Dare you prate ſtill, 
At this Rat: ſtill, 
And like a Vermie, 
C.c::dge me Preterment, 
re. You'll beg, or get Holen I. g. 
. N. y, T Jawiingys 
Carcrwawiing, 
Tittle-tattle, 
Prittle-prattle, 
Still muſt rartle ; 
Iii be gone, and ſtrait abt d. 
She. Do, do, and fo ſhall Hy) and Sue, 
12 row, and ali the rag ze Gacw, 


rn 
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SONG CXLYE 
NE April Morn, when from the sea 
Pha 1%, Was zul Ippe un g, 
Damon and Calis, young and giv, 
Long ſettled Toe ©: le. rir g; 
Met in a G1 + ont 4 ts ie $ptcen 
O Parents RE 
H bred of Ty; Race h:4heer, 
She of the Iribe Ditleating. 


C«h:2, whoſe Fires outſhone the (od 
Newly the His adorning, 
Told him, M mms would be ſtark ma', 
She miſſing Pray'rs that Moving; 
Damon, his A:m around her Waiit, 
Swore that nought ſhould them funder, 
Shou'd my rough io a4 now how I'm bleſt, 
*'Twould make bim roar like Thunde: 


Great ones by Ambition blind, 
By Faction ſtill ſupport it: 

Oc where vile Mongy taints the M:ad, 
They for Convericnce court it: 


| But mighty Love, that fcorns to ſhew 


Party ſhall raife his Glory, 
Swcars he'll exalt his Vaſſal due: 
Let him be II ig or Ty. 


Q 2 
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SONG EXL. 


A 8 # 1 v at St. 7 1 P. ay 785 


Tl.c Prince and Prince! by, 
1. irefs') in al my Whale bone Airs, 


Sat in a Cloſet nig h. 


L Lw'd my Krees, [hell my Book, 
Real ali 15 Auger GCC 
f. ut was prevented by ua Love, 


V. hich pierc'd me from the Door. 


lig Thoughts of Heav'n | came to uſe, 


With the decautcit Cars, 


ad a:lthe Raptures thete. 
Ie went to hand me toy Chair, 
Anabox'! with courtly Crace 3 
E. tu ſper'd Lore into mine Fr; 


Tov w.rm for that grave Place, 


Le, Love, . id he, by all ador d, 
Ny tender art has won: 
Bu-'k grew peeviſh at the Word, 


Leut d he night de goae. 


He wert quite out of Sight, while L 
A Kinde Anſwer meant; 
Nor did I for my Sins, that D. 


Lv nat te much r2 peut. 


— — — —— 
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SONG CXLVI. 
Ho. 8 * Times are ſo bad, I mult tell hee, 
Sweethearc, | 

Pm thinking to leave oi 1 Pong! and my Cart, 
And tothe fair City a J rue; IP go, 
To betier my Fortune, ek do; 

Since fome have trum ute! «53 

And coarſe Lea er Prev, 

Been tai d to be Relore, 

And walluw'd in Ricbhes, 
Prithee cone, come come, come tem thy heel; 

For if the Gypſies don't lye, 

I Mall be a Governonr 100 cer 1 die. 
She. Ah Colin! by all thy late Doings I rd, 
With Sorrow aud Trouble, the Pride of thy Nins: 
Our Sheep now at raudom difocderby rut, 
And now Sunday's acket gocs every Day on 
Ab! what do'ſt thou, what dv'it tov, what delt 

thou mean? 

He. To make my Shoes clean, 
And foot it to Court to the King and the Quees, 
Where ſhewing my Parts, | Procferment Niall yin, 
She, Fie tis better tor us to plough and to ſprn ; 
ror, as to the Court , „hen thou happcn'it ty try, 
Thou'it tind nothing got there, wileſs tenen tt 

buy: 

For Money, the Devil and all' te be four; 
But no good Parts minded het ily rt! 


Pound, 


2 
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He. ky then Litke Arms, and follow Alar ns, 
Hunt Honour, that nowea days plagwly charms, 
Sb, And fo loſe a Limb by a Shot or a Bluw, 
And curſe thy felt atter for leaving the Plough, 
He, Suppote 1 wry Gameiter ? 
„. And cheat and be bang'd. 
Hz What think It of the Road then? 
He, The high way to be Lang'd. 
He. Nice Pumping how?e'er yields Profit tor Life; 
I help fo-nc _ Lord to another's fine Wife. 
. That's dengetous too 
Amongit the Towne Crew 5 
For .ne of them will Jo 
The lame tl.ing by you; 
And then I cu.koid ye mey bz drawn in- 
Faith, Colin tis better | fit here and 1pin. - 
He. Will nothing preter me, what think'ſt of the 
Law ? 
Se. O ul tle yculive. gin, keep out of that Paas 
He. Il cant and i pray, 
She. Ani there's noug!. t got that v WW 3 
Tlere vo one minds now what thulc black Cats 
| tic ſay : 
Let ali our whole Care be our farming Alliir; 
I. To make our Corn grow, and our Apple 
Trees bear, 
Bath: Ambiauns a T1:d- 20 Conteument zar. 
thuw | 
Se. So T'llto my Diſtatf. 
He. Ani lilto wy Plough, 
£44) ag ain. Lit all dur whole Care, Ge. 


— — — ——— —v— 
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SONG CXLVII. 


Fave 0.1 this toolifh rating, 
T. I no more of I, 1. nd 1 
But dr uk your Gla's, 
Round let ut pals, 


The Bottle ſtands het 0 vez 


Fill it up tu the Top, 

Let the Nig! 1 with Toy be crouun'd, 
Drink about, fee it out, 

Love and Frier ail. p lull go round. 


If Claret be a Bl-iling, 

This Night .cvorc ro Pleaſure - 
Let workl.y Ca es 
Aud State Aiſars, 

Be thouphr en at more Leiſure; 
Fill it up to the Top, 

Let the Niglit with Joy be crowa'd. 
Dol about, fce ut out, 

Love and E ricaulhip {til} po round, 


If any is fo zealuus 
To be a Purty-wlmony 
Let him drink like me, 
c' foon agree, 
An be of one Opinion: 
Lill your Glaſs, name your Las, 
Sec het Health go fwcet!y wound, 
Dink about, ſee it out, 


Lzt the Night with Joy be crown's, 
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SONG CXLVIII. 
Nymph of the Plain 


Dy a jolly young Swain, 
By a 3 „y v. Swain, 
V. as Idref d to be kind: 
But relentleſs I ind 
To his Pray 'rs fic appear'd, 
To himſelf he endear'd 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſion to mce*, 


How much ke ador'l her, 
How oft he implot'd her, 
How oft he 1mplor'd her, 
I cannot expreſs 3 
Put he lov'd to Exceſs, 
And ſwore he ſhould die 
If ſhe would not comply, 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 


As ſoon miglit perſuade her his Patlion tc meet. 


While Bluſhes like Roſes, 

Which Nature co:upoſes, 

Which Narure compoſes, 

Vermilion'd her Face, 

With an Ardour and Grace, 

Which her Lover improv'd, 

When he found he had mov'd, 
In a Manner fo foft, fo engaging and ſweet, 
As {yon might perſwade het his PaiBonr to meet, 
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When wak d f om the Joy 

Which their Saule uid employ, 

Which th:cir Souls 44 employ, 

From ker ruby warn Lips 

Tl.o. fana Otours he lips, 

At the Sight ot ker yes, 

He faints and he dies, 
In a Mauner fo ſoft, fo engaging anl ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Patlion to meet, 


Put how they ſhall part 

Nou becomes ail their Smart, 

Now becomes all then Smart, 

"'T ili*%ke vou'A to the Fair, 

That to eaſe his own Care, 

He woul.! ſee her again, 

And vil then be in Pain, 
In a Mannnet ſof. tt, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon wiz'it 1 crivalie her his Paldon to meet. 


SON G CXLIX. 
W HEM bright fein ttipt the Plain, 
| Fi chrarful then WaSicen 
The Look ct evcry jolly Swan, 
That iirowe As Heart to gain, 
With Cambols on the Green ? 


Their Sports were innocent and gay, 


Mit with a manly Kir; 
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They'd ſiug aui lance. and pipe and play, 
Each ſtrove to plate ſome dilifcent way 
Tlis dear enchanting Far. 


Th! ambitions Strife ſhe did admire, 
And equally approve, 
Till Phuon's tune Voice and Lyte 
With (oftett Mulick did inſpire 
Her Soul to gen'rous Love. 


Their wonted S ort the reſt declind, 
Their Arts prov'd all in vain, 

Ac 'ta's conſtant now they find, 

The more they languiſh aud tepine, 
The more ſhe loves the Swain. 


SONG CL. 
She. H! Love, if a Cod thou wilt be, 
Do Juttice in Favours of me ; 

For youder approaching | fce 

A Man with a Beard, 

Who, as I have heard, 

Has often undone 

Poor Maids that have none, 

Wich ſighing, and toying, 

And crying, and lying, 
And ſuch kind of Foole:y. 


He. Fair Vail, by your Leave, 


Sr, ge Picaſure io acet you here; 
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Pray tremble not lo, 

Nor offer to go, 
I'll do you no Harm, I ſwear, 
I do you no Harm, I (xcar, 


She. My Mother is fpinning at Home; 
My Father works hard at the Loom, 
And Wwearca wilking come; 
Their Dinner they unt, 
Then pray ye, Sir, don't 
Make more ado oa'ts 
Nor give us Attroar 
Wee none of the Town 
W.ll he down for a Crown, 
Then away, Sir, and give us Room. 
He. By TVebue, by / ve, 
By Honour, by Love, 
I do thee, dear Sweet, no harm; 
Thou'rt freſh as a Roſe, 
L want one of t].vfc 3 
A how Cuch a Wife woull charm 
Ah bow ſuch a W ite Mond charm! 
de And can you then hike the old Ruic, 
Re conjugal, k.rieſ and dull, 
And marry, @:u lk like a Fool ? 
For I mult te plan, 
All Tricks -rc in vain; 
There's no ing can gain 
What you vw ohiam, 
Like moving and proving 
By Wedding, true loving, 
My Leilon L Ice at Sol, 
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He. Til do't by the Hand, 


I've Houſes «all. Lankt, [ 
E Mat too in goud ree hold ; | 8 

My Der, let u> vin, 

It all hall be tine, 
Beiid sa good Pure of Gold, 6 
Pefiles a goud Pulte of Gold, 8 


Ke. You make me vos bluſh, I vow; 

Ah me ſhal. I bull. my Cow ? 

But fi ice the late Oily you bave acre. E: 
Your Soul Mali not be 

In Danger tot nic; 

rather agree 
Ot tuo to make three: 
Nenne, and ue il bed, Y 
There no more to be ſaid, 7 

Anlliiicer goa mils:vg more. 


SONG CL. hos 


| OW happy are we, Th 
Who from thin Z at free, / 
bat curbirg Difcate of e Mind“ Pre 
Can indulge ev'ry T's, Ref 


Love wicie ue lilte beit, 
Not by dull Reputation confin'd, 


When we're young, tit to toy; Toll 
, PUR. A vil 
Gay Delighis we enjoy, 

nd have Crows of uc Lovers ill wooiugs 
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When we're old and decay'd, 
We procure for the Trade, 
Seill in ev'ry Age we are doing. 


If a Cully we meet, 
We ſpend what we get, 
Ev'ry Dey for the next never think: 
When ve dic, whe:e we 8305 
We have ro Senſe to know, 
For a Bau 1 always dies in ber Drink. 


SONG CLII. 


Tory, a Ito. and a Mo4-rate Many 
Q'-r a Tub of itrong Ale, 
Mei in Ajles24y ale, 
Where there liv'd a plump Lus they call'd buxom 
Nas: 
The Tory a Loudone; proud and high, 
The Vf {+7 was a Traleſman rlagny fly; 
The Trim a Farmer, but merry and dry, 
And thus they their Suit began, 
Pretty Nancy, we're come to but in our Claim, 
Reſolv'd 91 On Wedlock's pleaung Game; 
Here's J.e:09 rhe big, 
And Ii, the HH , 
And K»ger the C igg, 
Jolly Lads as er were bv:kl-tin Gilles fat; 
Say v.ach y will chuſe | 
To tye with a iNoole, 
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For i Vi: we mult carry whate'er comes on't; 
Then think ui on'ty 

V 0u!! ge'et be ſorry ven y have don't, 

Nor lille us the worſe for our wouing fo blunyy 
Then tell us wie pleaſes beſt, 


The Laß who was not of the Motion ſhy, 
The ripe Vcars of her L:'tc 
Being Tv :nty and Five, 
To the Words of her Lovers ſtrait made reply. 
I ftird you believe me a Girl worth Gold, 
And I know too you like my Copy-holt; 
And ſiace Fortune favours the bri:k and the bold, 
Ore of you | mean to try. 
But I'm not for you, nor Sacherrel's Cauſe, 
Nor you with your Hoa4'ly's Hums and Hass: 
No / aco% the big, 
Nor || :iliiam the IV hig, 
B.r Roger the Crigg, 
With his Mirth and Muldneſs happily pleaſe me 
'Tis him I will chute can, 
For the conjugai Nooſe ; | 
So that you the Church-Bully may rave and rant, 
Aud you may cant, 
Till both are impeach'd in Parl'ancat ; 
Tis Union and Peace that the Nation does wants 
So I'm for the Med'rate Mun. 


The Toy 1 hate for his Bluſt' ing Noiſe, 
And the canting young hig, 
Be he never fo big, 

Jil never be catch'd ig his j Decoy: ; 
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For I mean to mairy une to ny Mind, 
Not one that is turning with every Wind ; 
he Man that is merry, with me le ſz fad 
A Mi. lion of goiden Joys: 
But I'm not fo: you of the Hector Need, 
Nor you that can grum 5 etre theic is no nced ; 
No Jah the big, 
Nor |} ian the if 2, 
But Kogey the (nig. 
Wiz): his jolly Hulu tappy 1 hope to bc: 
To lum Iiitetyd, 
As a bcautitul ride ; 
There fore you the Church Bully may curſe your 
Wrgs cant and prate, [Fate, 
Whilſt Britain enjoys a happy State, 
Which Elefling, alas we have wantcd of late, 
A Moderate Man for me. | 


SONG CLIII. 
EG CEL in Desotion 
Bre icon tender Years, 
From my ov ag Motion 
Still v.as cad to Pray rs. 


I made nuchle Bulls 
Love's dzar Fort to wit : 

Bur te Kick Apoitle 

Tald hor 'twas a Sin. 


R 2 
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Faſting and Repentar:e, 

And (th whining Cant, 
With the Doomſday Senteuce, 

Frighted my young Saint. 


tle taught her the Duty 
Heav'nly Joys to know ; 

I, who lik'd het Beauty, 
Tavght her ti:vic below. 


Nature took wy Part till, 
Senſe did Reaſon blind, 

Thar, for all his Art ſtill, 
She to me inclin'd. 


Strange Delights hereafter 
Did fo dull appear, 

She, as I had taught her, 
Vo to ſhare em here, 


Faith, tis worth your Laughter, 
'Nungtt the canting Race, 
Neither Son nor Daughter 
Ever yet had Grace. 


Pergy, on the Sundov, 
With her Daddy vext, 

Came to me on Ali, 
Aud forgot his Text. 
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H, how ſxcet it is to love 
4 Ah, how gay is young Deſiie 
And what picaing Paizs we prove, 
When firſt we teel a Lover Fe 
Pius of Love arc (wecter fr 
Thau all other Pleaſurcs are 


Sighs which ate from Lovers blown, 
Do but gently heave the Heart : 
Ben the Tear: they ſhed dong, 


Cure, | ke trickling Balm their Sina), 
Lovers, when they loſe their Bie“, 


Bleed away an caſy Death. 


Love and Time with Rev'cence ufc, 
Treat em like a parting Fricad ; 
Nor the gollen Giftes refuſe 
Which in Yourl fincere they icud; 
For each Year their Price is more, 


And they leſs ſimple than befor. 


Love, lite Spring-tides, full aud hig, 
Swciis in ev'ry youthful Veinz 
But each Tide does lefs ſupply, 
Till they quite ſhrink in again; 
If a Flow in Age appear, 
Tis bus Rain, and runs wot clear; 


R 2 
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SONG CLV. 
P..lo I wiil not imp lore, 
— For he in Fries deal; 
And eke that Man I do ab: or, 
Who wrote the Perſian 1 aics, 


Whoe'er of February laſt, 
Ot Fg Poſt the News ſaw, 
Did read with Terror much aghaſt 
The Monſter of Rg. 


How Proteus left his wat'ry Couch, 
The Pagan Pocts tell; 

He had a.ote Shapes than Scaramorueh, 
And in the Deep did dwell, 


Their Proteus and h.s Flock ſo fair, 
Their Neptune and thezt Triton, 

If with this Giant you com; are, 
Are Monſters you may ſn— or, 

His Stature it is wond'rous high, 
High as the Tow's of 4e; 

So that his Head prof t up the Skie, 
Is muſt hig“ ly probable, 


On a Whale's Back he ſat full faſt, 
A DolpHn was his Dog; 

With Cable Rope, ty'd to a Mait, 
His Whale he oft did fog. 


Beneath his Arms lid Adele; cling, 
And Conger. (c Ac) Pap: 

Behind his Nu oc hun wv Ling, 
That always went flip-flap. 


— — —m 
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Ovſers about him fuck like Warts, 
Eels taste round bis Tail, 

Crabs © 2moer' up his privy Parts, 
Which he crack'd on his Nail. 

Mis very ſneezing ſhook the Shore, 
He cough'd the Ground under; 

His Voice was like the Caanun's Roar, 


And he broke Wind like Tlundler. 


None did him fee, that ſtood him near, 
Or kacw the Words le fail; 
For few could ſee, and few could hear, 
Since all the Folks were dead. 
O Montter! Monliter ! who could tow 
The Words that from thee cauie ? 
Rome and Jerlulom a'lo 
But! heard and told the ſame. 
Much he of Autichrijt held forth, 
Aud much of the P. enden 
Much of a Monarch in the , 
That ouce did lodge ar Leer. 
Het led of the King of France, 
Of FEuglifh Wire and Tru; 
And ben ther Jacs do auch advance 
Great Beitai, s Por rand Glory? 
The Pop 's the Whore of Uaby.ops 
The T. rk he is a /; 
Tu- Che: fdian th ar zel, 
Tuat ſitteth in Pe. 


Ani vec the Pee ban Chritiiy turn 
In Hopes of his Salvation 


— 
— Dſ— — * 


Aſc) likewiſe, and T. , burn 
At Stake for Revelat:on. 


Cainſt Paint and Play ! vaſes he pokes 


Hoops: etticoats and Len, 
And Vintners vile, that vortou Folk, 
And Snuff, and So 'vay. 
This ſaid, he back to Sea did lip, 
(Pat fiſt eat liftiy Muttons) 
And of his Tail cock'd up the Tip, 
Long as the Worm at Fatto, s. 
O B—; do not advertiſe, 
Nor thy huge Worm ſo brag on 3 
This Giant voided, of vaſt Sizc, 
A mighty flying Dragon. 


And tho' his Belly made great Roar, | 


And ratis'd the Teinpeſt louder, 
Tis ſaid he never knew John Mor, 
Nor ſwalluw'd his Worm powder, 
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SONG CLVI. 
* he lay in the Plain, 
[ls Arm cader his Head, 

And lis Flock feeding by, 

The fond Celadon ſaid, 
If Love's a ſweet Paſſiun, 

Why does it torazeut ? 
If a bitter /ſaid ke) 

Whence are Luyers content 


* 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 189 


Sinte I ſuffer with Pleaſure, 
Why ſhuuli | complain, 
Or grieve at my Fate, 
M hen I know tis in vain ? 
Yet fo plcaling the Pain is, 
So ſott is the Dart, 
That at once it h wounds mc 
And tickles my I leart. 
To my ſeit | ſigh often, 
Without knowing why, 
And when ablert from Phillis, 
Methinks I could die: 
But oh! what a Pleaſure N 
Still follows my Pain, " 
When kind Fortune does help me 
To ſee her again, 
In her Eyes (the bright Stars 
That torerel what's to come) T 
By ſoft Stealth, now and then I 
I examine my Doom. 
I graſp her Hand gently, 
Look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate Silence i 
I make my Luve known, | 
But oh! how I'm bleit, 
When ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſme willing Mit T3 
To ditcover her Lone 
Vien, in ſhiving to hide, 


She reveals all het Flame, 
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Anil our Fes telleach other 


What :1thes date name. Her | 
How pleaſant is Beauty T. 
How ſu cet ate the Charms The 
How delightful Fmbraces ! Ar 
How pe ace ful her Ams 
Sure there's nothing ſo cal But! 
As learning to love, Cc 
It'< taught us on Eart!:, . The 
And by all tin gs <vore ; Sh 
And to Beauty's luight Staudatd | 
All Heroes muſt yield, Aua 
For tis Beauty that conquers, ( Ge 
Aud wins the fair Field. . _ 


— 


„ "I 


SONG CLVII. 1 

Wx ll vas weaptin dack Milaight, ag 
And all was falt .;l:ep, | 

In glided Marge, grimly Gholt, | 


Aud licod at H iuwuam's Peet. Bert 

4 1 
Her Face was like the April Morn, | An 
| : 


Clad in a wint'ry Cloud, 
Aud Ciay-cold was her Lily Hand, 


That held the fable Shrowd. | Hy 

| l 

So ſhall the faireſt Face appear, n. 
When Youth and Years ace flown ; KT 
Such is the Rob. that rings moſt weary | 
When Death has r:ft theit Crown, He 
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Her Bloom was like the . ringing Fluw's 
That lips the ſilver Dew; 

The Roſe was butlci in her Check, 
And op'uing to the Mien. 


| But Love bad, like the Car ker worm, 
Conſum'd her early Prime: 
The Roſe grew pale, ant left her Cheeks; 
She dy'd before her Time. 


Awake, ſhe cry d, thy true Love calls, 
Come from her Midnight Grave 
No let thy Pity hear the Maid 

Thy Love refus'd to fave. 


This is the mirk and fearful Hour, 
Which iajer'd Choſts comy wing 
2 Now dreary Graves g've up their Beal, 
| To taunt the faithleſs Swain, 


Bethinl ther, HIIiem, of thy Fa l, 
| Thy Pledge, ard broken Oath, 
| Ard give me back my Maiden Vow, 
And give me back my Troth. 
i 
Ho could you fay my Face was fair, 
Aad yet that Face forfake! 
| Huwcuuld you win my Virgin Heart, 
Yet leave that Heart to break! 


How could you promiſe Love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep 
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Wiy did you (wear mine Eyes were bright, 
Vet leave ti ole F,yes to weep! 


How coul you ſay my Lips were ſweet, | 
Aod made the Scailet pale 

And why did I. young witleſs Maid, 
Delieve the flatt'ting Tale! 


That Face, alas no more is fair, ( 
Theſe Lip. no longer red 
Dark are mine Eyes, now clos'd in Death, De 
And ev'ry Charm is fled. 
| Ht 
The hungry Worm my Siſter is, 
This Winding ſheer I wear; Fo 
And cold and weaty laſts our Night, ; 
Till chat Lait Morn appear. T 
0 
But hark the Clock has warn'd me heace : | ] 
A long and laſt Adieu! Ar 
Come ſee, falſe Man, how low ſhe lies, ] 
That dy 'd for Love of you. 


Now Birds did ſing, and Morning ſtuile, 
And flew hergl“ ring Head; 

Pale Him ſhock in ev y Limb, / 
Then, raving, leit his Bed. | | 


Hehy'd him to the fatal Place W. 
Where Ma'gret's B. dy V: | 
And ſtreteh u him on the green Gras Turf, 1 


That trapt her breathlefs Clay, 
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And thrice he call'd on Marg 'ret's Name, 
And thrice he wept fuil ſore; 

Then laid his Check to the cold Earth, 
And Word ſpake never more. 
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SONG CLVUL. 


N Oafound thoſe dull Fools, 
Who, for Culf:c or Tea, 
Do fly the Deliglits 
Of true Burgundy, | 


Hot Watcr can never 
Dull Humours expcl! 
For our Parts, Boys, let's 

Away to the Bel“. 


To our MiſtreiTes Healths 
L:t's take off our Glaſſes, 

Ard laugh at thoſe Tea-diinking 
Politic k Atles. 


— — 


SONG CLIX. 


N elderly Lady, whoſe bulky ſquat Figure, 
By Hoop and white Damask, was render'd 


much bigger, 


Without Hood, and bare-neck'd, to the Park did 


repair, 


To ſhew her new Clothes, and to take the freſſ 


Air. 
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Hi. C wi Fx Attire, rats d 4 Shut and wud 
intent: 

Au Adam, the Meb harris after. 

Gut ee then, oblervity the noiſy Crowd 

Ax fite rue vith a N, ſue is gone with a 


* 


SONG CLX. 


1 N eu, ſo fam def old. 
Neat by the cart I. ls 
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Pox on ſuch Fools, let the Scoundrels rail, 
Let 'em boaſt of their Liberty: 
Trey re no freer than we, fur the Worl'ds a Goal, 
Aud all Mien P. iſouers be. 


The Drunkard's con find to his Claret, 
The M.ſer to his Store: 

The Wit to his Mul: and 4 Garret, 
And the Cully-Cit to bis M hore, 


The Parſon's confia'd to his Pigs, 
The Lawyer to Hatred and Sitife: 


The Fidler to's Borces and Jigge, 
And the Quack to his Glifter- Pipe: 


The Charch-man's confin'd to be civil, 
The Quaker's a Prifoncr to Light: 
The Papiſt is bound to the Devil, 
And the Puritai. 's fetter d with Spite. 


Sin:e old Adam's Race ate all Priguors like us, 
Let us merrily qualt and firg 


2— , vy thould we pine for Liberty thus, 
When we're each of us free as a Ning. 


SONG CLXIIL 
ANG the Precbyrer Gill, 
Bring a Piut of Sack, Ii, 
div:c Ociwudox of ihe twes 


| 
| 


1 


E. 


W. 


V\ 


* 


0) 
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:{FnGerisn SONGS. 
Tio” « {i nder Diſpute 
N 1 rike the Fit mute, 


Hz is ove of ie honeiter Crew. 


* * . 


Ta a Em there > 1: tas Hart; 
S xr..!3 briv> us a Qt ith 
Tuer“ Fubttance ani V ig t met; 
Tull bold us in pl, 
Some Part « the Day 


But ue l Kull him before Sun-ſet, 


The daring old Pott! 
Dos nov. bid us battle, 

Let's try u hat his“ engt! enn los 
Keep your Ranks aud your Files, 
Aud fur zIl huis Miles 


Nel tumble um GUY Ss i 87411 . *, 4 


Tie ſtout-F. al ted Loma dt 
Hs Beafns ncer inge et'd 
With ee 5 Ca4:.vas thrice : 
T:yconnnms was ram d, 
Aud . * 2 . ad, 


— 
Wo debbed him Naighe Cap A- pee. 


It then Hlonbar be in't, 

V! ny 4 Dux Nicwil we ttt 
Ourlcives of ie b ulnets it bears? 
tas: . it thang!) Ape, 

In the Blood 64 rc C225 E 


* 
i ® 

#* 

o 
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Then ſummon the Gallon, 
A ſtout Foc, and a tall one, 
Ar likely to hold us to't ; 
Keep but Coin in your Purſe, 
The Word is disbutſe, 
In warrant he'll {lzep at your Foot, 


See the bold For appears, 
May he fall that him fears, 
Keep you but cloſe Order, and ther 
Well give him the Rout, 
Be he never ſo ſtout, 
And prepare for bis Rallying again 


Let's drein the whole Cellar, 
Pipes, Butts, and the Dweller, 

If the Wine flows not the faſter, 
ill, when thou do'ſt {lack us, 
By Warrant from Bacchus, 

We'l! cane thy Tun-belly'd Maſter, 


— 


SONG CLXIV. 
OVE, the Sweets of Love 
Are the Joys | muſt admire, 
Kind and active Fire 
Of a fierce Deſite, 
Indulge my Soul, compleat my Bliſs; 
Bur th' affected Coldneſs 
Of cia damps my Boldneſs, 
1 muſt bow, 
Protect and yow, 
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And ſwear aloud, 
I wou'd be proud, 
W hen ſhe with equal Ardour longs to k.fs 


Bring a Powl, then bring a joily Bowl, 
I'll queach fond Love within it, 
With flowing Cups I'll raiſe my Soul, 
And here's to the happy Mirute ; 
For fiuſh'd with brisk Wire, 
When ſhe's panting and warm, 
And Nature, unguardcd, lets looſe her Mind, 
In the amorous Moment the Gypfic I'll find, 
Oblige her, and take ber by Storm. 


SONG CLXV. 


Uppoſe a Man does all ne can 
T' un!lave himſelf trom a ſcolding Wife, 
He cannot get out, but hopps abour, 
Like a marry d Bird in the Cage tor Life; 
She, on Miſchict bent, is neter content, 
Which makes the poor Man cry out, 
Rigi Fate, Marriage State, 


No Reprieve but the Grave, 


Oh! tis hard Condition. 


Come, I II tell yo.. how this Wife to bow, 
And quickly ting he: to her lalt; 

Xu S ules lee, iadulge your Eaſe, 
But reuit no /, aud carb Humour taſte, 


x 1 ger hogs 
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SONG CLXVI. 
Van FFOME 7 4:07 Court or City, 
4 Ter. ut Fit of V. ty, 
Are 1 to the: anti, 
Wilt et Cui wg Irein. 


B.. 2. We lore, we lzugb, ve lie here, 
V.'ectt, ue drink we dic here, 
Ad va.tantjy defy here 

A it.c Puw's of S517. 


Bur v. hen by our Scout a Prize we find, 

V.eaitrinuttofcictiiun, 

Grand, tad, A cry, or, ye D-'8, ye die, 
W hut «7 ne ado. 


Chris. All this brings us no Slander, | 


Each conquecing great Commander, 
And ti 1 | Y 4, e ud 4 » 
Were Ui itt too. 


Ban. 1. Some ue hind, and ſene we 8 7 
Some we [trap ard lender, 
Stine that hae S. e wo Gaid, 


Luto dux Care dc dans 
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| gies. Thus, like firſt moulded Matter, 
Our Principles we ſcatter, | 
'Twas Folly made good Nature, 

And Fcar that firſt made Law, 


Ban. 2. And when we come home, our Doxies tur 

To bid us kindly welcome, 

Plump, freſh, a4 young, a duwa do lic 
Oa Beds of Moſs to (port. 


Cows. Thus every valiant Ranger 

Lies at Rack and Manger, 

And he that's paſt moſt Danger, 
Has moſt Kill:s for t. 


Ban. Fools do whine, and ſigh, * pine, 
Fools fall fick of Fevers, 
Fouls doat on fleeting Joys, 

That oft does Ruin bring. 


Chorus. Whillt without begging Pity 
Of the Wiſe, the Fair, or Witty, 
The brare, the bold Bandit 

Hae the ſelf fame Thing, 


W 


SONG CLXVIL 


6 Eutle Love, this Hour befcienad me, 
3 my Eyes teſigu thy Dart, 
Notes of melting Nack lend me, 


To diflyulyc a frozen Heatt. 


S0 N Cr CL 
34. T Hk. 71-4566 Count or City, 
4 rer. of Fait os V.u1tys 

\re Ions to te Unit, 


91 * : , 985 
V. ht Cur Cu; „dtn. 


Bn. n e love, wen agb, we he lere, 
'V'ectt, de drink ue dic here, 
Ad va.tantiv defy nere 

AitcPuw's of Spain. 


Bur v hen by our Scoat a Prize we find, 
Veallrcnuettofſcice him, 


Stand, Ra:d v2 rA; Or, ye Dog, ye die, 


Wait! uit any n. ore ado. 


Chr;:45. All this brings us no Slander, 
Each conquer g great Commander, 
And 14 ö. g WW I. ex d T3 
Were 52:11: too. 


Ban. 1. Some we bind, and ſome we gary 


Some we ſteip arty lender, 


SM by - „ 
Sunne that hae Stute et 180 


4 


Futy dur Care dc dans 
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Ban. 2. 
To bid 
Plump, 

Oa 1 


CIWMS « 
Lies at 
And he 

Has 


Ban. F 
Fools f 
Fouls d 

That 


Chorus. 

Of the 

The br; 
Hare 


hg 


Notes o 


To d 


Notes of melting Malick lend me, 
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cent. Thus, like firſt moulded Matter, 
Our P:inciples we ſcatter, 
'Twas Folly made good Nature, 

And Fear that firſt made Law, 


Ban. 2. And when we come home, our Doxies tur 

To bid us kindly welcome, 

Plump, freſh, and young, all down do lie 
Oa Beds of Moſs to ſport. 


C:xs. Thus every valiant Ranger 

Lies at Rack and Manger, 

And he that's paſt moſt Danger, 
Has moſt Kiſſes for t. 


Ban. Fools do whine, and ſigh, and pine, 
Fools fall ſick of Fevers, 
Fouls doat on fleeting Joys, 

That oft does Ruin bring. 


Chorus. Whilſt without begging Pity 
Of the Wiſe, the Fair, or Witty, 
The brave, the bold Bandi:tt 

Hare the ſelf ſame Thing, 


3 


SONG CLXVII. 


Eutle Love, this Hour be friend me, 
V To my Eyes reſign thy Dart, 


To difſolyc a frozen Heart. 
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Ti by cold T+ 1. it rence frown 


To ay Aris, an to my Nuts 


But V 


Ste my detrg Eycsars ple: try Do th 
Whos broken len 0 OA To 
Ferily Pity i terc. hr, 
Muh the Log: net cf Tes. Serap 


Wile tro Jon ok Lfe is £. lings — 
And b.zcaib Hv ide dies, 
Death, my ebbing Pulſe invad: 18. ö 
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But u dt the dear Sig! t 
Ot my Til: can give. 
The Charms ot her cs, 


The Free of my \\ 1: 2. 


Do then in har nontb u, C. f. J racy jein, 
To tap me wit Joys, 


To 1 1 my Aich Joys, f 
Serap! ic, erg phick and divine. 
SNA UNIX. 
s a”, Celli, in our Peer | | 
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SONG CLXX. | 


Alan. H Sight! the Mother of Deſires, 
What charming Objects do'ſt thou 
yield! 

*Tis 1 when tedious Night expires, 

To ſee the roly Morning gild 

The Mountain Tons, and paint the Field: 
But when CIvinda comes in Sight, 
She makes the Su nmer's Day more bright; 
And when ſhe goes away, tis Night. 

Chorus. When fair Clorinda, &c. 


Tom. "Tis ſweet the bluſhing Morn to vie w: 
And Plains adorn'd with peatly Deu; 
But ſuch cheap Delights to ſee, 
Heav'n and Nature 
Give each Creature; 
They have Eyes as well as we : 
This is the Joy, all Joys above, 
To ſec, to ſec, 
That only flic, 
That only ihe we love 
Chorus. This is the Joy, S. 


Mau. Aud if we may diſcover 
What charms both Nymph and Lover, 
'Tis whcn the Fair at Mercy lies, 
Wich kind and am'rous Auguiſh, 
To ſigh, to look, to langui ih 
Ou each other's Eyes! 
Chorus ef all. And if we may, Ss. „ 
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12 4 met t 75155 w 7 2 2 unte 
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Fort 9 NX 21. 238 * ty Wit, 


W. Can't «a Lan — 1 66. 


Then mo tic 1 MP -a{ire, "x / e ns the Guod, 
Of per. 2 Tr ani Cuſt ? 
For it y our „ 11 3 T- Lad Ikuod, 


Your kerzet's Biifs is lit. 


SONG CEXXI 
V 7 HAT IT ti. 04uz Lore „ ente ate thot- 


Cirarins 
That ti w thou bear' an umverſal Rule? 
Yor ce ule Sali 4 lis Arme, 
Tue Ning turn: Sve, the witc Man Foul, 


In cin ue chaſ: t ee fm the bil, 
Ard thesen Thuvg'ts retiit thy Yoke; 
Next Tre flood, a'as! we yield, 
And ail tute int Reſulves arc broke. 
In rain Gar Nato wt agg ute; 
And lot bee utc fu: 
This for a 36:4 to wir in Excute, 


Whole very Soil and Life is Lu? 
"* 


— 
1 od 
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10 gov ver Likeneſs, w! at is that? 

Our l. Kees is bur Aiicry : 
Why ſhowy 1 to proje gate 

Another thing as vile as 17 


From Hands divine our Sits came, 
Ard Cod that male us dil wt irc 

Something more noble in out Fal e, 
Above the Dregs of earthly F ice. 


SONG CLXXIII. 


Pi ou the Tiwes, 
. Let em go a> they will, 
Tho the Taxes arc grown to keavy, 
Our arts ate our own, 
And ſhall be fo till, 
Drink about, my Boys, and be merry, 


Le: no Man detpate, 
But dive away Care, 
And drown all dus Bortow with Clatet: 
Well never repine, 
So they give us good Wine, 
Let 'em take all our Drois, we ca {pare it. 


We value not Chink, 
Ulle, ro buy Diiak, 

O: purchaſe us innqcent Pleaſure ; 
When 


tis gone, ve ne et fret, 


Si L5q'10* can get, 


For Mirth of uſcli is a Treafer:s 


It rob 
Ot E 
And \ 
Duwn 
Creat 
Arc: 


ef ENGLISH SONGS. 205 


No Mit-:r can be 
So hart as w? 
Thi co: Ft! ' with Ra hrs he walion 3 
D. Ind &i hr he's ent; 
An ne. r Kit baut Cate, 


A TR nothn 25 din ur b, the g on F. llow, 


Come till up the Glats, 
Round let it P 1 
For Nature doth I arms decline; 
D:wanths (oruce formal Als, 
That's afiai bot bis Face, 
Weill denk til our Noles do Phan cutihinc, 


While we've Plenty of this, 
We can ne'er «| amils, 

"Tis an Antidote gainſt our Ruin; 
And the Lad that diinks mult, 
With Honour may boaſt, 

He feats neither Death nor Undoing. 


SONG CLYXIV. 


7 WAS Farcy firſt made Catia Fair ; 
'T ua: Fancy gave her Shape and Air; 

It tobb'd the Sun, ftript ev'ry Star 

Of Beauties, to beſtow on her; 

And when it had the Go lefs male, 

Down it tell, and vorſhipped. 

Creator firit, and then a Creature; 


Aarciſus, and a Pail of Water. 


'T-2 
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SONG CLXXV. 
V HILE in the Bow'r, with Beauty blet, 


The lav'd Autor lies; 
UM lille linking 91 2. FORE Breast, 
He foadly k:it>'d her Eycs: 


A&A waking Nightingale, who Ing 
Hai mourn'! within the Shade, 
S «-etly rc WA: Ler plaintive Song, 


Aud waibicd chto' the Glade. 


Melodious Songſtreſs, cry'd the Swain, 
To Shades leſs happy go; | 

O., it with us thou wilt remain 
Porbear thy tuneful Woe. 


V. bile ia Zelt,.da's Arms U lic, 
To Song lam not free; 

O 1 her oft Batom while I Gp, 
1D Cord ſtad fn thee. 


Zlin gives me peifett IG 
Ti. u ceaſe thy fond Intruſon: 
Be Glent; Muſick now is Noiſe, 


V arzety Confuſion. 


— 


SONG CLXXVI. 


iu Swain, give wer thy Woving, 
k* Sighting, ping, killing, coulng; 
Ave book th Doing: 
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All that follows after Kitles 
The very belt, the Blits of Eliſſes, 
Is as dull a Joy as this 15, 


Prove the Nymph, and taſte her Treaiore, 
Tell me then. when tul f Ploiſur:, 


Dul.cr than a happy Lover. 


$0 


SONG CLXXVII. 


ON D Orphens went, as Por: tell, 
To bring Ewydice trom Hell; 
There he wight hope to ind a ite 
The Peſt aud Bane of human Life. 


The Damn'd from all their Pans wer tang 
Not that his Metick fo much feed, 

But that the Oineſs of the Matter 

Had jultly made the V/ ouder greats, 


Pluto enrag'd, that any he 
Should enter his Duminions free, 
And to inflict the ſharpeit Pain, 
Made him a Hu:band once agatn, 


But yet, in Juſtice to his Voice, 

He left it ſtill within his Chee z 

If, as a Curſe, he'd not ref.ic z, 
And taught him by @ Look ty lots les. 


'T 2 


* 
. 
- 
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SONG ULXXVIII. 


| voin you ſible Wee ts pu. on, 
1 nds cannot lung eclipſe the Sun; 
tore has plac'd ven in a Sphere, 
To give u Day-light a'l the Year 
Tis well for tho'ic 
(): Cn Cu? 3 ; 
That your Charms thus furouded lie : 
For when that N SAH; 
Puts on the Light, 


N nat Crewds of mantyr'd Slaves will die 


_— 


SONG CLXXIX. 


' Mocth was the Water, cal the Air; 
The Evening Sun deprelt, 
Lawyer Gfinil,'d the noiſy Bar, 
Ti: Labourer at Reſt, 
When epo, with his charming Pais 
Croſs'd the proud River IH Ames, 
And to a Carden did repair, 


To quench ther mutual Flame 


The crafty Water ſoon efpy'd 
Youth ſparklnz in her Eyes: 


He brought no Fl im, nor Meat-Tongues dy 45 


But Cream and Strawberrics. 
The amticus Strepton ask'd the Maid, 
What's whitcs than this Cream? 


of EnGTLISH Songs. 215 
$':biuſh'd4, and could tot tell, ſhe ſaid: 
T. y Tecth, wy pretty Lito, 


W! at's red Jer than theſe Berries arc e 
I wmox not, fhereply'd 
Thofe Liye whach Dil no longer ſpare 
Tie burp Shepherd cry. 
Ard i. rait bryan to hug her: 
Thi ifs, my Dear, 
Is ſweeter ker, 


Than Straube mics, Cream, and Sugas 


SONG CLXXX. 


S fond Philan er, in the Pit, 
By tar OH t, 

A Card,. by ſome ily Gall'ry Wit, 
Was dropt upon his Lit, 


| The Nyn mp") obſcryvings ſnatch'd it ehionce, 
But blucning ar the S'glie, 
Confels'd it had ex, Lin'd her Senfs, 

And brought her Sis to Light. 


The Sein perceiving ler hang'd Link 
With ſudden Rayurc arts, 
The Card with (wor 1 to wpull; 1 1 tek 
| An +; it R. 1 . 


I Kin. f Hit O bonne ſbleſt 
\ 6 1 tt 4 \ { | . cry 4 ” 
Io p* N 


1 * 
% * 4 t „ — = 1 


= 


| Sae 1085 y rf. 4 J . 
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SON @& CLYXVIMNM 


. in * ene Wee! Wit „n, 

[4 CC: 1ids cannot long cclip fe the 3un 0 
"tore has glac'd veu in a Sphere, 
To pive u- Daylight al the Year 

"Dis well tor tho'ic 

Or C:, For 0 
Tt at your Charms thus fnrouded lie 

Fur when ilat N St 


© WEEDS 
uüts 1-:$33e 2 ;7 its 


VN tat Crowds of inantyr'd Slaves will die 


SONG CLXXIX. 


Mocth was the Water, cal the Air, 
* The Evening Sun deprelk, 
Lawyer wifinil,'d the noiſy Bar, 
Ti: Libourcr at Reit, 
Wien Scion, with his charming bai 
Croſs'd the proud River Th Ame, 
And to a Carden dil repair, 


To quench their matual Flame 


The crafty Wa ter ſoon efyy'd 
Youth ſparkling in her Eyes: 


He brought no Ham, nor Nieat-Tongues dry 4, 


But Cream and Strawberrics. 
The .m'rous 3trepton ask d the Maid, 
Whats whitcs than this Cream? 


| of ENGEISH SonGs, 111 


5 #1 aulh'd, and coul ol tell, ſhe (ard; 
| 2. by Tecth, my pretty Lend. 


UM att red ler than theſe Berries arc e 
I K. irs N01, He reply d 4 
Th.» 


9 


Eee which FE no longer ſpare 
A | 


e burning Shepherd cry . 
Aud tru bp oato hug her: 
Tin ifs, my Dear, 
Is (werter ker, 


Thau Stan bettics, Cream, and Sugas 
| 


SONG CLXXX. 


S fond Philizn?ey, in tlie Pit, 
By tai (pr liz at, 

A Card; hy Kune ily GAll'ry Wit. 
Was dropt apou Ins li. 


The Nymp' ſerving, ſuatch'd it thence, 
Put blutung at th 5 t, 
Conſeſs dit had ex; I in'd her Senſe, 


And brought her Love to Light. 


The Sw in percerving her ching' 4 Lack 
With fuld -n Rawure Herts, 

The Card wit! fan mpulfi tool 
Ard tend it k. lk 4 "of | 5s 


T! ; A "vi 8 7 : f 1 [4 ; () VU oitune bleſt, 
* ag bb l Cry 
thi hens 2 


* 4. / nA 4*5 


Sae 1071. 8 y rf. 3 4. 


* 


* 
83 


— ——— —— 4—A . 7˙—rg 


=;  $ 


— 
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SONG CLXXXI. | . 

N A »il, when Priv-profes petnt the ſweet F 
Plain, 5 
And Summer approaching tejolcethethe Suain, 


The yellow-heir d Lal tic vuuti © tten times go From 
To Wills and decp Glens Where the Haw-thora 3s 
Trees grow; "Aer 
There under the Sha 'c of an old ſacred Thorn, Iscon 
Wich Freedoms he ſung his Loves Eveniag and Brio 
_ . 
He ſang with fo foft and inchanting a Sound, Ari 
That Silvaus and Fairies, unſcen, danc'd aruun'd, v. 1 
The Shepherd thus ſung, tho young Mays be fair 3 
Her Beauty is daſh'd by a ſcoinful proud Air; 25 
Bur Suſi: was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, Fach. 
Her Eteath lixe the Breezes perfum'd in the 3 
7 Spring. 
2s ; For 
That Madie, in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, | hed. 
Like the Moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke "Ex 
Truth: | | AC 
Put te was faithful, good-humcur'd and free, My M 
Aud fair as the Goddeſs that ſprung from the Sea. ! 
That Mamma's fine Daughter, with all her great = 
Dow r. | | The 
Was aur.ward!y airy, and frequently four: Th 
Then, ling, he wiſh'd, wouid Patents agree; a 
| Shall u. 


The »1:ty lacet $yig his diſtreſs might be. 
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SONG CLXXXII. 
ROM CGlent Shades. ant ike / l-ſaxn Groves, 


cet | 
Where ſad departe 4 S; iris mourn then 
Loves 5 
| 9 | 
kh From Chery tal Streams, and from rhe Country, 
So TY re 
crown the hielt with love all the Voars 
Poor ſcuſeleſs B K. Cl hid in her Rei nid Fully, 
a Is come to cure her love fich Melanchony. 
, 
nd ; ; 
| Brig! t Cutie kept her R-ovyels late, 
Mlle Mat, the Fairy Queen, did dance; 
oF Andi 0% did fit ia State, 
1 - i 
8 When Mars at Je runhis Lance, 
air, 


In yonder Cow!lip lies my Dear, 

Intomb'd with liquid Gems of Dew, 
6 Fach Day I il water it with a Tear, 
Its fading Bloſom to renew, 


| For fiace my Love is dead, 
And all my Joys are gone, 
Poor B., for his ſake, 
A Garland will make, 


© My Muſick ſal; be a Groan 
ca. 
I'll lay me down and die 
ent | Within lone Hollow Tree, 
The Raven and Cat, | 
x The Ow! and Bu 


Shall warble forth ny Elegy. 


| 
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Did you not fee my Love, 
A; he palt by you, 
Hie two flaming byes, 
It he comes nigh you, 
They will f.orch up your Hearts, 
Ladies, bewarc you, 
Let he ſhould dan a Glance 
That may eninarc youu, 


Hark, ha:k, L hear old Chars bavel, 
His Boat he will no lnger itay ; 

The Furies laſh their \\ hips, and call, 
Come, come away; come, come aways 


Poor Bec will return 
To the Place whenee ſhe came, 


Since the World's ſo mad, ſhe can hope for no 
Cure 3 
For Love's grown a Bubble, 5 
Which Fools do admire, and wiſe Meu endure. 


Cold and hungry am I grown, 
Amr ſia will L feed upon, 
Dnnk Hef xy ſtill, and ling: 
Who is content, 
Does all Sorrow prevent; 
Ard BA, in het Straw, 
Wilt tree from the Law, 
In her Thoughts is o: great asa Kirg. 
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SONG CLXXXIII. 


HE «aket.iNightingile,t.arrikes no Reft, 
Wh: C «1d warmes little zrea'lt 3 
All Night how tweetly e complains, 
And mikes us leur that Love ©. Pains 5 
No, no, no, no, 'ts-vo fuch tings 
For Love tlat makes lum wakcfuly, makes him 


ling, 


SONG CLXXXIV: 
FT HUS K&ztly, bheautif l and YUungy 
Aa1l wiid as Cel utam'd, 
Beſpuks ic Fur firm whom fhe torug, 
Witi: lineh;s Rage intl. m'd. 


Inflam' with Rage at ful Rrataint, 
Wl.ich wife Mamma rind; 
And ſurclv vex d to pl. the Suit, 
Whilit Wir and Beauty teig. 


Shall I thumb holy Books, contin 
With Avtya!, rſaken? 

Keit;'s tor other things defign'd, 
Or I am much miſtakca. 


Mut: Lai ty en; 1 ten bout, 
And vifit with her Config ? 

At Balls muſt ſho male al the Rout, 
And bitag home Heart. le Dover 
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What la: tte better, pray, ther I? 
Nat hidden Chiumms. t brat, 

Tl at li Alankind far het P. ald die, 
Wil kam eat d Tan 


\ * 1 „ gd 4 * - 
ht ATC or ARA, OULU toon If me, 
o 5 = 94 » : 8 : 
Lncka: * thy ! SEL + % 71 » %Y 
: A * f : * = . 4? — 

14 3 — 114 0 122 17, « 5 21 18 1110 


0. "Su ky "A % Fo: * 


LN teen e.. : Pads 1 Sword 
NM. Le att her Lovers 51 5 

They Ui 230% Ius aut low d bifvic, 

Che, Ia loys at all. 

Wondnzts trer ad; A. α gave way; 
Kkety, ot Heatt's D. fire, 

Obtamn'd the Chariot tor 4 Day, 
Anl tit the World on Fire. 


SO NG CLXXXYV. 


FE LY om (iz, 1, young and fair, 
4 * 
i Y- Horn er kt enn p, Au, 


\ 


X 1 * * 
141.0 W "> +1  O1:vich, 1008. | {i Tait 


A}: BY: 7 oo Lool:s Its LIV. adeiſe, 
Jer yet unconguet'd ant danies, 


Aud brew. ihe Promite ot hes F.ye 


pe 


Nor c- 
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Bſerve the num'rous Stars which grace 


The fait expanded Skies, 
So many Charms has Le, bias Face, 
A thouſand more her Eyes. 


Whene'er the beauteous Maid appears, 
We cannot but almite; 

But when ſhe {pcaks, ſhe charms vir Ears, 
And fets our Souls or. tire, 


What Pity tis, a Creature, 
By Nature form'd { fair, 
Divine in ev'ty Feature, 


Should give Mankind D-tparr. 


She gazes all around her, 
And gains a thouſand Hearts; 
But Crpt4 canno. wound her, 


For fitc has all his Darts. 


More fiercely flame again 
Nor can her Beauty be deeteas d, 
Oc alter'd by her Pain. 


Thoſe various Charms which round her play, 
Aud do her Facc adorn, | 
U 


— — 


L A V I A's Eyes, Iik- res ſuppreſed, 
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Still as they ripen, fall away, 
Fr:ſh Beauties ſtill are born, 


Sv doth it with the Lovers fare, 
Who do the Dame adore ; 
Dꝗe Fit of Love, kili'd by Deſpair, 


Another rages more. 


— - — 


SONG CLXXXVIII. 


Reedom is a rcal Treaſure, 
Love a Dream, all falſe and vaing 
Short, uncertain is the Pleaſurz, 
Sure and laſting is the Pain. 


A ſincere and tender Paſſion 
Some i Planet overerules; 

Ah, how blind is I nclination! 
Fate and Wo::1cz 4 »a8.0n Fools. 


SONG CLXXXIX. 
AY, lovely $z/v:.z, l:wd and fair, 
Venus in Face and Mind, 
Why wut not I that Bounty ſtare 
You pour on all Mankind? 


That San that ſhines promiſcroaily 
On Prince and Porter's Head, 
A ky mult it now leave only me 


To lavguſh ia the Shade? 
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In vain you cry, youll fin no wore, 
In vain you pray and fa't ; 

You'll ne'cr perfua le us, till threetc ure, 
That Syl:a can be chaite, 


When thus aiff-Reilly yon cant, 
You're ſuch a young Beginner, 
You make at belt an avkward Saint, 

That arc a charming Sinner. 


SONG CXC. 


WES the Town's brim-full of Folly, 


And runs gadding after Polly, 
Let us take a chearful Glaſs; 
Tell me, Damon, where's the Pleaſure, 
Of beſtowing Time and Treaſure, 
For to make one's ſelf an Aſs ? 


I'm for Joys are leſs expenſive, 

Where the les ſure's more extenſive, 
And from dull Attention flec: 

Where my Celia o'er a Bottle. 

Can, when tir J with am'rous Plattle, 
Sing old Songs as well as ſhe. 


——— — * 


SONG CXCI. 


Oung S:r2p/on, by his folded Sheep, 
Sat wakefulon the Plains: 
Love held his weary Eyes from Sleep, 
-U 2 
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While, £1:nt in the Vale, 
The liſt ning Nightingale 
Forgot her own, to hear his Strains. 
And von the beautcous Q een of Night, 


Shels on the nd ight ang Sea her ſilver Lights 
The wc ghh'ring Sea was calm and bright; 
The SF herd ſung, luſpi'd, and ble ſt the lovely 


Scene: 
Wi: ete Sere and d, ave ſhinine, 
Se, my Flora's Char ms they wear 3 
Sie N' it, my Joys divining, 
Ila 4 my amovons T ale to hear, 
mie, ant ſoftly. turns ber Sphere. 
Wile the Site and $45 ae fli ing, 
$:e, my Flora Ca rms they neun. 


Ab, fool:fſh Strephon ! change thy Strain, 
The lovely Scene falſe Joy inſpires : 
For look . thou fond, delvded Swain, 
A rnfing Storm invades the Main: 
The Planer of the Night, 
I:con tant, from thy Sight, 
Dehin! a Cloud retires. 
F. is f1:d, thou lov'ſt in vans : 
Al, feol: ſh &. rep on change thy Strain. 
Hope begniliyg, 
Libs tre Alen and 0ce3n ſmiling, 
Do's thy ealy Frith bet ay. 
Flora van g, 
Like the Min 24d Octan changs , 
AMeve in;onſt rut brows £749 ey 
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| ET none be uncivil, but let a Health raf, 
Here's a cl-anly Monteth to cool c'ery (ahn- 

This, this is that Clarct on which we are it, 
Of this C'ery Glafs is a Whet to the next; 

ly | Here's all that Good rig'tly petition'd can ſend, 

Here's a harmleſs new Jeſt, and a truſty old 

Friend. | 

About with it, dear Soul, there Jo has his Dole 

Here's a Health, a Health to his goo. R-opuſe, 


| -- "nb — 


SONG CX[CIII. 


O nom tous Faris Charms appear, 
As may her Form diſplay 
In all the Dre ſſes of the Year , 
And Beautics of the Day 


Calm and ſerene, like Spring her Air; 
Like Autumn, ſoft het Mold; 

Her Face, like dummer, blooming fair; 
Her Ecart, like Hinter, cold. 


Her Buſom, Cynthia's full orb'd Light - 
Hcr Checks \oon's Rays adorn 5 

Her TreiT:« ſhew the fallin g Aigot : 

| Her Eyes, the riſing ors. 


U z Ft 
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| 
SONG cxciv. 
It: on 2:t Ata bitte tty | 
1 Ard ſuc! a Lig' t diſcoves, 
A may the abſent Sun ſupfly 
Aud cheat the drouping Lowe: 


Ariſe, my Day, with Specd arife, 
And ail my Sorrows baniſh ; 
Before ine 5 note y bright Ke: 
All gloomy Terrors van iſli. 


No longer let me ſigh in vain, 
And curſe the hoarded Treaſure: 
Why ſhuuli you love to give us Pain, 
W hcn yuu were made for Pleaſure * 


The petty Powers of Hell deſtroy, 
To ſave's the Pride of Heaven; 

To you the firlt, it you prove coy, 
If kind, thelaſt is given. 


The Choice then ſure's not hard to mak. 
Betwixt the Cood and Evil; 

Which Ti;le had you rather take, 
My Goddeſs, or my D-vil. 


SO NG CXCV. 
| O lose and to langutſh, 
To figh and comLlan; 
How kling the Anguiſt, 
How tok menden g the Pain 
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Sung, 
Puri ung. 
Fi, il 8 
De yirg, 
O the Curſe of Didi, 
How tormenting's the Pain 
To love, &. 


Wo 


_— 


SONG CXCVI. 


H! how ſweet ro ſee Eycs 
Rolling in their hunnd Fires, 
When the Nymph extended lies, 
Full of Love and warm Deſires ? 
Conſe ous Red her Face o'er ſpreading, 
And her heaving Boſom riſing; 
Milky Paths to Raptures leading, 
Murmuring Sighs her Joys diſguiſing. 
Happy Lovers only know 


The Bliſs that from conſeating Lovers flow 


Liſten then to young Deſire, 


Not with your P:de againſt your Blif: conſpire, 


Delue, Ik. 4 tar fui Fr ond, 
Pe: ſuades ſub tanta Pleaſure ; 


Like Chy mick Boats your Pi. de will end 


In wee image Acute 
Ther ure the S fife you"'l fo. decrtc 
(Var aa y ur S tu, ice ver?) 

Betwixi ihe fick (te ot Pitt, 
Aud gealleus Warth of Lo 
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SONG CXCVIL 


AlR Ci Love pretended, | 
And nam'd the Myrtle Buw':, 
WW hen Dams: long attended 
Beyond the promis 4 tiour 
At length impatient growing 
Of anxious Expettaiion, 
His Heart ith Rage o crflowing, 
He vented thus his Paflior, - 


To all the Sex, decritful, 
A long and l A tten, 
Since Wimen prove u«grateſut 
As oft as Men prove true. 
The Pais they cauſe ave many, 
Aud long and hard to bear, 
The Joys they grve (if any) 
Fer, ſhort, anl u ſi ucere. 


But Celta now reperting 

Her Breach of Aflien ation, 
Atriv'd with Eycs « nfenting, 

And ſpar..l'ng Inc ination; 
Like Cytherea ſmilin, 

She bluſh'd and lat 1 is Paſſica: 
The Sh epherd ceclg'd ie 


ö 2 
Aud lung this Recamatiivn, 


How engagin,, kh»: andre 71 17g, 
Is a Lover's Pai and Care 


Ther 


* 
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And "rt h the Nymph's appearig, 
Ajte „ee or D-ſpair 1 
onen tie increaſe Deftringy 
by oo t roing kid Delays; 
And a{vancing, vr voting, 
All they mean 15 more 10 pleaſe. 


——— I—— 


SONG CXCVIII. 


IVF me more Love, or more Diſdain, 
The Torrid or the Frozen Zune 
Brings equal Eaſe unto my Pain, 
The Temperate affords me none ; 
Either Extream of Love or Hate, 
Is ſwee ter than a calm Eſtate. 


Give me a Storm, if it be Love, 

Like Dane in a golden Show'r ; 
I ſwim in Pleaſure, if it prove 

Diſdain, that Torrent will devour 
My Vultur Hopes; and he's poſſeſt 
Of Heav'n, that's but from Hell releas'd. 
Then crown my Joys, or cure my Pain; 
Give ine more Love, or more Diſdain. 


— Au 


SON G CXCIX. 


W O nen like V: ict e, are, 
A very very brittle W are z 
Then do not in à toolifh Fi k, 
Try if tliat brittle W ate will bicab. 
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Wlan Woman once begins to (tray, 


Aud leave the Paihs of Honour; 
In full Carecr ſhe hies away, 
All Care is loſt upon her. 


Be careful therefore, but not jealous, 
And keep her trom intriguing Fellows; 
Since whereſoc'er a Daune grows, 


Bright Gold in fleecy Currents flows, 


„ 


SONG CC. 
Lague us not with idle Stories, 
Whining Loves and ſeniclets Glories: 
What are Lovers, what are Kings? 
What at beſt but ilaviſh Things? 


Free | liv'd as Nature made me, 
Love nor Beauty durſt invade me, 
No rebellious Slaves betray'd me, 
Free I liv'd, as Nature made me. 


Each by Turns, as Senſe iaſpir'd me, 
Bacchns, Ceres, Fenns ſit'd me; 

J alone have loſt true Pleaturc, 
Freedom is the only Treaſurc. 


SONG CCL. 


W ATIN, thy hopeleſs Paflion ſmother, 
Perjur'd Cælia loves another; 
In his Arms I ſaw her lying, 
Panting, kiſſing, trembling, dying ; 


—— — 


— — 
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There the fair Deceiver ſwore, 
As ſhe has done to you before, 


Oh! ſaid you, when ſhe deceives me, 
When that conſtant Creature lea\cs me, 
| Jþs's Waters back ſhall fly, 

And leave their ovzy Channels dry ; 

Turn, ye Waters, leave your Shore, 

For perjur'd Cal ia loves no more. 


SONG CClI. 


N the Brow of Richmond Hill, 
Which Europe ſcarce can Parallel, 

Erery Eye ſuch Wonders fill, 

To view the Proſpett round ; 
Where the filver Thames does glide, 
And ſtately Courts are edify'd, 
Meadov:s desk d in Summe:'s Pride, 

With verdant Beauties crovn'd, 


Lovely Cynthia pafſing by, 

With brighter Glortes bleſt my Eye; 

Ah! then in vain, in vain, ſaid 1, 
The Fields and Flow'rs do ſhine; 

Nature in this charming Place 

Created Pleaſure in Exceſs; 

But all arc poor to Cynthia's Face; 
Whoſe Features are divine, 
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SONG CCL. 


N axim this, amongſt the Wiſe, 
Tha: Abſence cures a lovi-fich Mind , 
And others, who philoſophize, 
Gravely pronounce, That love is blind: 
Alas too well do Lovers ſee, 
Aud ſeparated be!t agree. 


Baniſh me from Did: Sight, 

Oc the fond Maid tar hence remove: 
Our Bodies part, our Souls unite, 

The more we grieve, the more vc love, 
Believe the Youth you wrongly blame, 
Ablence adds Fuel to the Flame. 


Between us burning Deſarts x lace, 

Oc trackleſs Mountains bed y? Snow : 
Or let the wide unfathom'd Space 

Or roaring Seas betacen u, flow: 
Plate, or not ; lace them, 'tis all one, 
Fun ntes bave Bounds, but Love has none 


Secure us, if you can ſecure, 

On diftant Roche, in Tow. 'rs of Bras: 
When fthf{ul Lovers molt endute, 

Still moſt improved their Minutes pes 
Impriſon her, in priſon me, 
In (pite of Prifous, Thought is tree. 


Ceaſe, then, your idle, crue! Atte, 
Recal yuur barſh Comman! ; 
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A Deſtiny rules over Hearts, 
And who can Deſtiny withſtand ? 
In vain, alas! is human Skill : 
Love will be Love, do what you will. 


SONG CCIV. 
HAT none be decetv'd by Time's too q uick 


flowing, 
The Heart of a Lover's a Watch always going; 
For, tho' T inic be nimble, its Motions 
Are quicker, 
And thicker, 
Where Love has its Nutions, 


The great Wheel is Hope, on which moves Deſire - 
And the ſe, the leſs Ocbs, Fear and Joy do inſvire 
The Pendulum Miud's evermore 
A thinking, 
And clinking, 
And nc'cr giving o'er. 


Occaſion, the Hand, is ſtill moving abour, 
Till by it the critical Minute's found outs 
And Silence the Caſe is, to cover 
The Kiſſes, 
Aud Bliſſes 
Enjoy deu by cach Lover. 


X 
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$0 NG CEV. 
$*5 EL e, Ha nilla, tell me why, 


Thou toit from hin that loves thee tun! 
Wiy tum lu, toi k,oub:accy ily, 
And all tt: kind Eundcarnents Mun? 
So flics the Fawn, with Fer ovpre:t, 
Seck'ng its Muther every where; 


It ſtarts at ev'ry empty Blait, 
And trembles when ao Danger's near, 


And yet I keep thee but in View, 
To gaze the Clories of why Fee; 
Nor with a hatctul Step purſue, 
As Age, te nile ev'ry Grace. 
Ceaſe then, dear Wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
But halte all Rivals to vut-ſhine, 


And grown mature, and ripe fer Joy, 
Leave Mamma's Arins, and come to mine. 


— 


SON G CCI. 


F ſhe be not kind as fair, 
But peeviſh and unhandy, 
Leave her, ſhe's only worth the Cate 
Ot ſome ſpruce Jack-a-dandy. 


1 would not have thee ſuch an Afs, 
Had'it thou n2'er ſo much Leiſure, 

To ſigh and whine for ſuch a Laſ:, 
Whoſe Pride's abore her Pleaſuie 


| 
, 
0 
i 
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SONG . CCVYII. 
RCH Cupid, gathering a Roſe, 
Awak'd a Bee from her Rope; 
The Bee, provok'd, lis Finger got, 
He ran. and to tis Mother roat . 
":do;.e; ah, Niotier! I m wiscnts 
by Xx mall * 4 ® þ 4 ed]. tung 8 
A thing with Hg, they cail a Bee, 
A naughty Bee bas lain yo q n 
See, ſee the Wound, O Mott ov, ſer. 
The God icſs, then embrac'd rhe Lad, 
She ſooth'd his Pain, and ſmiling ſaid: 


Tre Anguiſh from f ſmail a Dart, 
J. not lik: that which Let ert feel; 
E «ch Lover feels thy printed S. eel, 

Not in li Finger, but his Heart, 
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SONG CCIII. 


N vain by Paralle!s you {trivc 
Panthæa's Eyes to praiſe , 
Perfection, which we can't conccives 
It felf alone diſplays. 


Gaze on them only, if you'd knuw 
What dazling Rays they dart, 

Bu: if what piercing Darts they throws. 
Then view my wounded Heart, 


A. 2 


— 
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SONG CCIX 
V EN love-fick Mart, the God of Wars, 


| Cat ſigluag in à Shade, 
Th: willing, w. ing Gollefs bath'd 
Thole \Wouuds h::ſ elf had made. 


All Rapture he, all charming ſhe, 
Gave Kiſs for ev'ry Scar 

T has taviſh'd he wth the Deity, 
Swore Lore was the nutler War. 


Thus fighting he would for ever dic, 
Melting in Calia's Arms, 

And pawn an Immortality 
For her divine Charms, 


SONG CCX. 
R'ythee, Sildit, why fo coy ? 


Lips were made for Kiflir g: 
\WU:i:hout Love, our ſolid Joy, 
Life but a foulrfh emp: y Toy, 

Ard hardly worth poilclliu.g. 


Love can make us truly bleſt ; 
Would'd thou be lefs cruel, 

Soon its Plzaſure thou might'ſt taſte, 

Bui Love's a Fire, aud can't ſubſiſt 


Without Supply of Fuch 


— 


Be; 


Al 


: 


— 
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SONG CCXI. 
OW happy am I 
The fir Sex can defy, 
Aud can e'ery Dey fay that my Heart is my ben: 
Fer | never lau yet 
That Beauty or Wit 
Bur I lov 'd if I plcas\l, or could let it alone 
I thought that my Flame 
Would full prove the fame 
For beautiful Calis, while Cælia was truc : 
But Love was ſo blind, 
When Calia was kind, 
I chang'd her for M, for Mopſa was new. 


n 


SONG CCXII. 


S Hamilla then my own, 
O the dear, the charming Treaſure } 

Fortune now in vain ſhall frown ; 

A'l my furure Life is Pleaſure, 
See how rich with youthful Grace 

Beauty warms her ev'ry Feature ! 
Smiling Heav'n is in her Face 

All 1s gay, and all is Nature. 
See what mingling Charms ariſe, 

Roſie Smiles and kindling Bluſhesz 
Love ſits laughing in her Eyes, 

Aud betrays het ſecret Wiſhes, 

X 3 
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SONG CCXIL. 
OM FE hoid uv Fortune to the Skies, 
Ochets debale ie to a Bust le: 
I nor her Frowns vor Favours prize, 


Nor think the Chang:iing worth my Trouble, 


It at my Door ſhe chance tv light, 
l eiviily my Gueſt recerve : 
The Vitit paid, I bid gocd Night : 
Nor murmur when ſhe takes ker Leave. 


Tho' profſp'rous Cales my Canvaſs croud, 
Tho' ſmooth the Waves, ſerene the Skie) 

L truſt not Calms, they Storms ſotebode, 
And ſpeak th' approaching Tempeſt nigh, 


Then, Vi, tue, to the Helm repair, 
Thon, [:#9ence, ſhalt guide the Oar; 

Now rage, ye Winds, Storms, rend the Air, 
My Bark, thus mann'd, ſhall gain the Shore. 


— — 


SONG CCXIV. 


Spouſe I do hate, 
For either ſhe's falſe or ſhe's jealousz 
But give us a Rate, 
Who nothing will ask us, or tell us, 


She ſtands on no Terms, 

Nor chaffers by way of Indeuture, 
Her Love for your Farms; 

But takes a kind Mau at a Venture. 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 


Tf all prove not right, 

Nu oat an Act, Procets or Warning, 
F.um Wite for a N.ght 

You may be divuce'd in the Morning. 


When Parents are Slaves, 

Their Brats cannot be any other: 
Great Wits and great Braves 

Have always a Punk to their Mother. 


le . 


SONG CXCV. 


z Ainſt Keepers we petition, 
; Who would encloſe the Common 
Tis enough to raiſe Sedition 
In a free - born Subjett, Woman 
Becauſe for his Gold 
I my Body have ſold, 
He thinks I'm a Slave for Life ; 
He rants, domineers, 
He ſwaggers and ſwears, 
And would keep me as bare as his Wie. 


5 


Gainſt Keepers we petition, 
'Tis honeſt and fair, 
That a Feaſt I prepare, 
But when his dull Appetire's o'er, 
Vil treat with the reſt 
Some welcomer Gueſt, 


For the Reck ning was paid me before, 
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SONG CCXVI. 


HILST Alexis lay preſt, 
In her Arms he lov'd beit, 
With his Hand round her Neck, 
And his Head on her Breaſt, 
Ne found the fierce Paflion too haſty to ſtay, 
Aud his Soul in the Tempeſt juſt flying away, 


V hen Cælia faw this, 
With a Sigh anda Kiſs, 
She cry'd, Oh my Dear ! 
I am robb' of my Bliſs; 
"Tis unkind to your Love, and unfaithfully d Jens, 
To leave me behind you, and die all alone. 
4 


The Youth, tho' in Haſte, 

And breathing his laſt, 
In Pity dy'd lowly, 

While ſhe dy'd more faſt ; 
Till at length ſhe cry'd now, my Dear, now let 
Now die, my Alexis, and I will die tov, (us go, 


Thus intranc'd they gid lie, 

Till Alexis did try 
To recover new Breath, 

That again he might die: 
Then often they dy d, but the more they did ſo, 
The Nymph dy'd more quick, and the Shepherd 


mote low. 


Cz 


let 
$22 


{o, 


erd 


oF ENGLISH SONGS. 237 


SONG CCXVII. 


N CH:yrs all fofi Charms agree, 
Inchanting Humour, pow':ful Wit; 
Beauty from AfteAation free, 
Aud for eternal Empire fit. 


Where-ec'er ſhe gore, Love waits her Eyes, 
The Women envy, Men adore; F 
Tho' did ſhe leſs the Triumph prize, ' 


She wou'd deſerve the Conquelt more. 


But Vanity ſo much prevails, t 
She begs what none elſe would deny her; | | 
Makes ſuch Alvances with her Eyes, 
The Hopes ſhe gives prevents Deſire: 
Catches at ev'ry tiifling Heart, | 
Grows warm with every glimm'ring Flame; 4 
The common Prey ſo deads her Dart, | | 
It ſcarce can pierce a noble Game. 4 


I cov'd lie Ages at her Feet, 

Adore her, careleſs of my Pain, 
With tender Vows her Riguurs meet, 

Deſpair, love on, and not complain 3 
My Pilion from all Change ſecure, 

No Favours raiſe, no Frown controuls, 
L any Torment can endure, 


But l;oping with a Cr. ud of Fools. 


238 A Select COLLECT1ON 


SONG CCXVIII. 
Anging the Plein one Summer's Night, 


To paſs a vacant Hour, 


I fortunately chanc'd to light 
Oa lovely Fhillis' Bow'r : 

'Th- Ny:nph adorn'd with Thouſand Charms, 
In Ex pectation ſat, 

To mect thoſe Joys in Strephon's Arms, 
W hich Tongue cannot relate. 


Upon her Hand the lean'd her Head, 
Her Breaſts did gently riſe; 

That ev'ry Lover might have read 
Her Wiſhes in her Eyes. | 

At ev'ry Breath that moves the Trees, 
She ſuddenly would art ; 

A Cold on all her Body ſeiz'd, 
A Trembling on her Heart. 


t he that knew how well ſhe lov'd, 
Beyond his Hour had ſtay d; 

And both with Fear and Anger mov'd 
The melancholly Maid. 

Ye Gods, ſaid ſhe, how oft he ſwore 
He would be here by One; 

But now, alas! tis Six, and more, 
Aud yet he is not come. 
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SONG CCXIX. 


Iftractted with Cate 
For Phillis the Fair, 


Since nothing cou'd move het, 


por Dimon, her Lover; 
R:ſolves in Detpait 

No longer to languiſh, 

Nor bear fo much Aunguiſhs 
But mad with his Luve, 

To a Precipice goes, 
Where a Leap from above 

Would ſoon finiſh his Woes. 


When in Rage he came there, 


Bcholding how ſtee p 
The Sides did appear, 
And the Bottum how deep, 
His Torments projeting, 
And ſadly releting, 
That a Lover forſaken, 
Anew Love may get ; 
lat a Neck, when once broken) 
lonꝰt eaſily ſet. 


And that he could die 
Whenever he wou'd, 
Kut that he cou'd live 
But as long as he cou'd : 
dow grievous ſoever 


The Torment might grow, 
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H. ſ.orn'd to endeavour 

To fmnſh ir G6, 
But bold, unconcern'd 

At Tl oughts of the Pan, 
He call ly return'd 

To his Cottage agite, 


SONG CCXX. 


e O, thou perpetual whining Lover, 
J Yor Shame leave off this humble Trade, 


"Tis more than Time thou gav'it it over, 
For Sighs and Tears will never move het; 
By them more obſtinate ſhe's made, 


And thou by Love, fond conſtant Love betray'd- 


The more, vain Fop, thou ſu'ſt unto her, 
The more ſhe does torment tice mill, 
Is more perverſe the more youu wout her, 
hen thou art humbleſt, lays thee lower 3 
And when, moſt proſtrate to her Will, 
Thou meanly begg'ſi for Life, dees baſcly kill. 


By Heaven tis againſt all Nature, 
Tlozour and Mauhood, Wit and Senſe, 

To let a lirt!: female Creature 

Rule, on the poor Account of Feature; 
And thy uninarly Patience 
M.lonftrous and ſhameful as her Inſolence. 


Thou may'ſt find Forty will be kinder; 
Or mor compaliionate 41 leaſt; 


yo 


Betray'd by your Fears 'twizt doubting aud 
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It one will ſerve, two Hours will Hud her, 
And half this Do tor ever bind let 


| As firm and true as thy own Breaſt, 


On Love and Virtue's double Iutetelt. 


But if thou can'it not live with out her. 
This only ſhe, when it come: to't, 
And ſhe relent not (as I doubt her) 
Never make more ado about her, 
To figh and whimper is no Boot 


Go hang thy ſelf, and that will do't, 


— — 


SONG CCXXI. 
HE. Danger is over, the Battle is paſt, 
The Nymph had her Fears, but ſhe ven- 
tut d at lait: ; 
She try'd the Encounter, and when it was done, 
She (mul'd at her Folly, and own'd The kad won. 


By her Eyes we d:{cover theBride has been pleas'd, 
Her Bluſhes be: ome her, her Paſlion is eas d; 
She dillembles her J« y, and affects to look downy 


She ſighs, tis for Sorrow tis ended ſo ſoon. 


Appear all ye Virgins, both aged and young, 

And you that have catry'd tat Burthen too long, 

Who've loſt precious Time, and you who arc 
loſing, 


chufing. 
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D1raw ncar, and learn what will ſettle your Miud, 

Voll find your felves happy, hen once you are 
Kind; 

Do but wiſcly reſolve the ſweet Venture to run, 

The Lels will be litile, and much to be won. 


SE — __ — — —— — — — — 


SONG CCXXIL 
W ERE I tw chule the greatelt Bliſs 
That cet in Love was known, 
Twould be the higheſt of my Wiſh, 
T' enjoy her Heart alone: 
Kings nught poſſeſs their Kingdoms frees 
And Crowns unenvy'd wear, 
They thould no Rival have of me, 
Might I reign Monarch there. 


Hear, Cynthia, hear the gentle Air 
Burt whiſper our my Love, 

And prove but half ſo kind as fais, 
My Sorrow you'll remove : 

Cynthia, Ob let us happy be, 
Uuitc our Hearts in Love, 

I'd change not ſuch Felicity 
For all the Joys above. 


. 


SONG CCXXIII. 


OMR, fill us a Bumper of Ked, mybrave Boys, 
Let us call for the Slaves from below ; 


Wine alone 'tis inſpires the Mind with true Joys, | 


Since the Gods in their Heav'n drink lo, 


; 


> K 
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Ny 
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He that troubles bis Brain with dull Care 15 an 

Having ſuch bri+{ Liquor before him, [ Aſs, 

Let us bury the World in the Grave of the Glaſs, 
And for the br-k Cod, let's adore him. 


Let us laugh at the Wiſe, and theit Morals deſpiſe, 
The rich Juice tis aftords us Delight; 

Let's dtink a good Health to our Miſtrefs's Eyes, 
Till our own Eyes ſhall bid us good Night. 


— — 


SONG CCXXIV. 
Fic ! what mean I, fooliſh Maid, 
Ln this remote and ſilent Shade, 
To inect with you alone? 
My Heart does with the Place combine, 


And both are more your Friends than mine: 
Oh! 1 ſhall be undone ! 


=i Savage Beaſt I would not fear, 


Or ſhoui4 I mect with Villains bere, 
I to ſome Cave wou! run; 

But ſuch inchanting Art you ſhow, 

I cannot ſtrive, I cannot go; 


Oh! I ſhall be undone! 


Ah give your ſweet Temptations o'er, 

Fil touch thoſe dangerous Lips no mote 
What muſt we yet fool on? 

Ah! now | yield, ab! now I fall, 

Ah! now I have no Breath ar all, 


And row I'm quite undone | 
Y 2 


” I 1 
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SONG CCXXV. 


Eatle Zephyrs, filent Glades, 


J Perling Streams, and cooling Shades, 


Senſes pleaſing, 
Pains appeaſing, 
Love each tender Breaſt invades, 


Here the Graces Beauties bring, 
Here the derb ing Choriſts ſing, 
Love inſpiring, 
All defiiing 
To adorn the Lufant Spring. 


Here behold the am'rous Swains, 
Free from Anguiſh, free from Pains, 
Ny mphs complying, 
Cares beguiling, 
Ferus ſmiligg, glads the Plains, 


Let not vs, too charming Fair, 
Be the only hapleſs Pair: 

Cn rchevs me, 

Ceaſe to grieve me, 
Eale your anzivus Lover's Care. 


Kindly here indulge my Love, 


This is, my Dear, no tell tale Grove : 


Not trevealing, 
Rut concealing, 


All to Love propitious prove, 


w 1 Wo W& 
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| In thy Air and charming Face, 
Dwells an irreſiſtleſs Grace; 
Ever char:ving, 
Love alarming, 


To purſue the bliſ:ful Chaſe 


Let me touch this panting Bieatt, 
| Hezxs for ever let me reſt, 

Bliſs enjoying, 

Never cloying, 
ver loving, ever bleſt. 


SONG CCXXVI. 


ELL me no more 1 am decciv'd; 
That CUI e's falſe and common: 
L alway+ knew (at leaſt bcliev'd) 
She was a very Woman : 
As ſuch, I lik'd, as fuch cateſs d, 
Sbe ſtill was conſtant when potſeſsd, 
She could du more for no Mau. 


* 


But oh! her Thoughts on others tan, 
Aud that you think a hard thing ; 
Perhaps ſhe fancy d you the Man, 
And what care I one Farthing ? 
You think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's kind 
I rake her Body, you her Mind, ; 
Who has the better Bargain? 


Y ; 
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SONG CCXXVI. 


Eave off, fond Her nite, leave thy Vow, 
And fall aga'n to drinking; 
That Beauty that wo'y't Sack allow, 
Is hardly worth thy thinking: 
Dry Love or ſmall can never hald, 
Aud without Bacchus, Venus ſoon grows cold. 


Do'ſt think by turning Anchorite, 
Oc a dull Small- Beer Sinner, 
Thy cold Embraces can invite, 
Or ſprightly Cuurtſhip win her : 
No, 'tis Canary that iuſpires, 
Tis Sack, like Oil, gives Flames to am'rovs Fires, 


This makes thee chant thy Miſtreſs' Name, 
And to the Heavens raiſe her: 

And range this univerſal Frame 
For Epithets to praiſe her: 

Low Liquors render Brains unwitty, 

Aud ac'er provoke to Love, but moveto Pizy, 


Then be thy ſelf, and take thy Glaſs, 
Leave off this dry Devotion ; 

Thou muſt, like Neptune, court thy Laſs, 
Wallowing in Ne&ar's Ocean: 

Let's offer to each Lady's Shrine 

A full crown'd Buw!, here's a Health to think: 


PP 
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oF ENGLISH SONGS. 247 
SONG CCxXVIII. 


Curſe on all Cares, 
And popular Fears, 
Come, let's away to the Bell, 
For their Wine there drinks well 3 
There take off our Glaſs, 
Nay, it ſhall not one paſs, 
Chor. For we will by dull and heavy no move, 


Stnce tne does increaſe, and there's Clays goog 
Store. 


Come, fill up your Wire, 

Look, fill it like mine, | 

Here, Boys, I begin 4 
A good Health tothe King; | 

Jack, ſee it go round, 

Whilſt with Mirth we abound, ' 
Chor, For we will be dull and hen vy 10 move, 
Since Ii ine does increaſe, and there c laret good 

Store. 


9 74 
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Nay, don't us deceive, 
Why this will you leave Y 
The Glaſs is not big, 
Whai-a-pox, you're no Whig, 
Come, drink up the reſt, 
Or be merry at leaſt, 
Chor. For we wtll be dall and heavy no more, 


| Since Ine does increaſe; and there's Claret goed 
| Store. 


ö 


\ 


| 


—_— — — 
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SONG CCXXIX. 


HEN on fair Celia I lid ſoy 
A wounded Heart of Stone, 

The Wound had almoſt made me crv, 
Sure this Heart was my own. 


But when I ſaw it was enthron'd 
In her celeſtial Brcalt, 


O then Lit no longer ound, 


For mine was nc'er ſo blelt, 


Let if in higheſt Heavens do ſhine 
Each conſtant Martyr's Heart; 

Then ſhe may well give Reſt to mir: 
That for her ſake doth ſmart. 


Where, ſeated in ſo high a Blite, 
ThHo' wounded, it Mall live 

Death enters not in Paradiſc, 
The Place fice Life doth give. 


Or if the Place lefs ſacred were, 
Did but her ſaving Eye 

Bathe my fick Heart in one kind T'cas, 
Then ſhould I never die. 


Slight Balms may heal a flighter Sore, 
No Med'cine leſs divinc 
Gan ever hope for to reſtore 

A wouzded Heart like mins. 
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| SONG CCXXX. 


Other Pleaſures will deceive you ; 
Truth is only found in Wine. 


Let the puny ſneaking Lover 
Bow to Cuptd, like a Fool: 
Juſt Experience will diſcover 
He's no more than Woman's Tool. 


Let 'em flow with gen'rous Red : 
Drown a Thouſand loving Aſſes, 
Then in Triumph march to Bed, 
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w Ould you court the Joys won't leave you, 
Pay your Vows to Bacchus“ Shrine ; 


Bring more Wine, then charge your Glaſſes3 


SONG CCXXXI. 


O, happy Paper, doubly bleſt, 
To fair Cina ſteal, 

If not too great to be expreſt, 

Tell her the Pain I feel. 
Tell her how raging is my Flame, 

Too exquiſite to bear | 
But ſay not how, nor whence you came, 
Nor ſpeak one Letter of my Name, 

Leſt it may grate her Ear. 


O! be that Moment ever ble t 
Wher. Feſt I ſaw my Love. 


-— tl S-> ——— — xt = 


rr 
3 1 — = 
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The deatell, ſweeteſt, and the beſt 
That cet was fotm'd above | 

I ſaw ten thouſand Graces riſe, 
And bloom on ev'ry Part, 

Ten Thouſand Arrows, from her Eyes. 

Shot thro' my Soul with ſweet Surprize, 
Aud ſtood to guard her Heart, 


In vain the envious Shades of Night, 
Or Follies of the Day. 
Could veil her Image from my Sight, 
Or tempt my Soul to ſtray. 
She is the only waking Theme 
Which oer my V. iſhes reigns, 
Her pleaſing Form meets every Dream, 
More Charms in ber cach D:y there ſcem, 
That thrill thre” all my Veins. 


Let me be loſt in thy Embrace, 
As Rivers in the Sca; 

Or live Eternity of Days, 
To love and cnour tee! 

Ln thoſe dear Artis (but Fate contro ds, 
I'l as the Mountains fly, 

Still breathe away ſucce ſſi ve Souls: 

So Piliow atcer Billow rolls, 


To kil the Showc and dic. 


©. o oe 
Þ VP 


T 
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SONG CCXXXII. 
Y Maſters and Friends, 


Whoever iutenas 

To trouble this Room vith Diſcourſe, 
Y ou that fit by: 
Aie as guilty , 

Be your Talk the better or worl: * 
Now, teſt you ſu eld prate 
Ot Matters of State, 

Or any thing elſe that miglit hurt us, 
We rather will dank 
Ott our Cups to the Brink, 

And then we ſhall ſpeak to the Purpeſc. 


Suppoſe you {peak clean 
From the Matter you mean, 
That's not a Pin here or there ; 
Yet take this Alvice, 
Be both merry and wiſe, 
Ye know not whai Creaturcs be near: 
Or ſuppoſe that ſume Sur 
Should lurk in this Por, 
To ſcatter out Words that might hurt us; 
'To irce that ſame Doubt, 
We'll fee all the Pot out, 
And then we ſhall ſpeak to the Purpole. 


If any Man here 
Re in bodily. Fear 
Of a Wolf, a ite, or a Tweak; 
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Here's Armour of Proof, 
Shall keep her alot, 

Here Liquor will make a Man ſpeak : 
Of if any intend 
To challenge bis Friend, 

Or rail at a Lord that might hurt ue, 
Let him drink once or twice 
Of this Hel:con Juice, 

And then he hall ſpeak to the Purpoſe. 


He that rails at the Times, 
In Profe or in Rhimes, 

Doth baik like a Dog at the Moon; 
Sings Prophecies ſtrange, 
And threatens ſome Chauge, 


Aud har gs them upon the Queen's Tomb: 


He is but a Railer, 
Or propheſying Taylor, 
To ſcatter out Words that might kart as, 
Let's talk of no Matches, 
But drink and ſing Catches, 
Aud then we ſhall ſpeak to rhe Purpoſe, 


Tt is a mad Zeal 

For a Man to reveal 

_ His ſectet Thoughts when he boazes; 
He is but a Widgeon 
That talks of Religion, | 

In Taverns, cr iu Tip; ling Houſes: 


LE 


N 
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It is not for us 
Thus to diſcoutſe, 
Let's talk ot no thing that might hurt us; 
But let us begin 
A new Health tothe Ring, 
And then we fl.all pet ty rhe Purpoſe, 


Araidſt of our Bir 
*T will rot be ami 
To talk of our going om late |; 
If Conitable } -:2, 
Or a Piſs-pot at gut, 
Should chance to be C; itt on our Pate: 
It were all in vain 
To rage or complain, 
Or ſcatter uut Words that might hurt us, 
*T were better trudge heme 
To honeſt kind Joar, 
And then we ſhall (peak to the Purpoſe. 


a — —— — — —ö 


SONG CCXXXAIll. 
E all to conqu'ning Beauty bow; 
Its pleafing Pow'is admire ; 
Burt I ne'er ſaw that Face till now, 
That like yours could inſpire : 
Now LI ay {ay I've mer with one 
Amazes all Mankind ; 
And, like Men gazirg on the Sun, 
With too much Light am blind. 
x 2 
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Soft as the tender mov.ug Sighs 
When longing Lovers meet; 

Like the divining Prophets wiſe, 
And like bluwn Roſes ſacet; 

Modeſt, yet gay; reſerv d, yet free; 
Each happy Night a Bride; 

A tien like awful Majeſty, 
And yet uo Spaik of Pride, 


The Patriarch, to gain a Wife, 
Chaſte, beautiful and young, 

Serv'd fourteen Years a painful Life, 
And never thought it long : 

Ah were you to reward ſuch Cares, 
And L. fe fo long could ſtay, 

Not fourteen, but four Hundred Years 
Would ſeem but as one Day. 


1 


— 


SONG CCXXXIV. 


O W the goul Man's from home, 
I'll caſt away Care, 

And, with ſome brisk Fellow, 

Steal out to the Fair; 
Tho” ſome are too baſhful, 

And others too bold, 
Yet Womens Intentions 

Are not to be told. 


But if I ſhould meet 


With a Spark to my Mind, 
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Oge fit to be trulſtcl, 
[ then may prove kind 
With him | would ramble 
ne Fair all around, 
I'd cat and I'd 4rink 
Of the beſt could be feund. 


There's Frel{:rg and Oats, 

And Hipp Jley and Hall, 
And Bullcck and Lee, 

And the Devil and all; 
I'll have the beſt Place, 

And Ill ſee ev'ry Sight, 
And wanton in Pleaſure 

From Morning till Night, 
Oh! there I ſhall ſee 

All the Gentlemen Rakes, 
And hear the {weet Cries 

Ut Beer, Ale Wine, and Cakes; 
Whild J, in blue Apron, 

And clean Linen Gown, 
Draw all the fine Sparks 

From the Flirts vi the Town, 


SONG CCXXXY. 
HE ſweet roſie Morning 
Peeps over the Hills, 
With Bluſhes adorning 
The Meadows and Fields. 
2 2 
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CHORUS. | 
The merry, merry, merry Horns 
Call come, come, come away, 
Awake from your Slumber, 
And hail the new Day. 


The Stag ruuz'd before us, 


Away ic-ms to fly, 
And pants to the Chorus 
Of Hounds in full Cy. 


CHORUS. 


Then foi, follow, follow, follow 
The mufcel Chaſe, 

Where Picaſute and vigorous 
H-alth you embrace. 


The Day's Sport, when over, 
Makes Blood Circle right, 
ud gives the biisk Lover 
Freſh Charms for the Night. 
CHORUS. 
Then let us, let us ncw enjoy 
All we can while ve may; 
LL: 7 Lure crown the tg! C" 
As our Sports crown the Dy. 


| ——-„—-— . 
SONG COKAXVI. 
} O0 much, sgregious Acre, are we 
Deceiv d by S c and Forms ? 1 
Whatc'er we think, hate er we (ce; 
£.., bumau Race arc A Urins. 


O N k is - 9 * 


Man is a very Worm, by Birth, 
Proud Reptile, vile and vain, 
Awhile he cr:wls upon the Fart', 
Then hnvks to Harth agun, 


That Woman is a Wor 11 we find, 
E.'cr ſince out Grannim's Fr 

She firſt convers dit et own Kind) 
That ancient Worm the Devil. 


The Learn'd themſelyes v Book. worms name, 
The B.uckhead is a Slow-worm : 

The Nymph, whoſe Tailis a | on Flame, 
Is aptly ter n'd a Clou worm. 


The Fops are painted Butter flies, 
That flutter fora Day ; 

Firſt from a Worm they took theit Riſe, 
Then in a Worm decay. 


The Flatterer an Far-wig grows; 
Some Worms ſuit all Conditions: 

Miſers are Muck-worms; Silk- worms, Beaus g 
And Death - watches, Phyſicians, 


That Statſemen have a Worm is ſcen; 
By all their winding Play; 

Their Conſcience is a orm within, 
That graws them Night and Day, 


Ab, Mooye ! thy Skill were well employ d; 
And greater Gain wou'd r (ec, 
2 3 
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If thou could'ſt make the Courticr void 
The Worm that never dics. 


O learned Friend of Abchurch- Lane ! 
Who fett'ſt our Intrails free, 

Vai is thy Art, thy Pon der vain, 
Since Worms ſhall eat ev'a thee, 


Thou only can'ſt our Fate adjourn 
Some few Mort Y cars, no more - 

F.v'n Hutten Wits to Worms ſhall turr., 
Who Maggots were before, 


_—Cc. 


SONG CCXXXVII. 


OVE bid me hope, and Lobey'd; 
Phillts continu'd Mill unkind: 
Then you may een deſpair, he ſaid, 
In vain I ſtrive to change her Mind, 


Honour's got in, and keeps her Heart, 
Durſt he but venture once abroad, 
In my own Right I'd rake your Part, 
And ſhew myſelf a mightier God, 


Thus hu fug Honvuur domireers 

In Breaſts where he alone has Place: 
But if true gen tous Love appears, 

T he Hedter dares not ſhew his Face. 


Ler me ſtill languiſh and complain, 
Be moſt inhunanly devy'd | 


I 


Ti 
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[ ave ſome Pleaſure in my Pain, 
She can have none with all her Pride, 


I fall a Sacrifice to Lore, 
She lives a Wretch, for Honour's fut: 
Whote Tyrant does molt cruel prove, 
The Diff'rence 15 not hard to make 


Conſider zeal iJonour then, 

You'll find her's cannot be the {ame : 
"Tis noble Confidence, in Men, 

In Women, wean diſttuſtf.l Shame, 


— — — —— —•j — —— 


SONG CCXXXVIII. 


N vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt, 
That I, inconſtant, have poſſeſt 
Or lov'd a fairer ſhe: 
Wou'd you, with Eafe, at once be ch.¹d, 
Ot all the [ils you've long endur'd, 
Conſult your Glaſs and me. 


If then you tkink, that I caa find 

A Nymph more fair, cr vac more kind, 
You've Reaton For your Fears : 

Zut if impartial you will prove 

To your own Beauty, and my Love, 
How necdlefs are your Tears“ 

If, in my Way, 1 ſhould, by Chance 


Receive or givea wanton Glance, 


I like but while 1 view: 
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How flight the Glance, how faint the Kiſs, 
Compar'd to that ſubſtantial Bliſs 
Which [ receive from you 


With wanton Flight, the curious Bee, 
From Flower to Flower {till wanders fxee, 
And, where each Blofſum blows, 
Extrais the Juice from all he meets; 
But, for his Quintefſence of Sweets, 
He raviſhes the Roſe. 


So, my fond Fancy to employ, 
On each Variety of Joy, 
From Nymph to Nympk I roam 3 
Perhaps ſee Fifty in a Day: 
Thoſe ate but Viſits which I pay, 
For Chloe is my Home, 


— 


SONG CCXXXIX. 
W Love and Youth cannot make way; 


Nor with the Fair avail, 
To bend to Capid's gentle Sway, 
W hat Art can then prevail r 
What Ai, xc. 


III tell you, St--phon, a Receipt 
Ot a moſt ſov teign Pow'r ; 

If you e 'tubborn wwv'd defear, 
Le. drop a Lulden Shot; 


Let drep, &.. 


Way 
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Vis Method try q enamour'd Jove, 


Before he cou' | obtain 

Th- cold regardless D x ” e's Love, 
Or conquer bet Diſdain 5 
Or co Ke. 


By Capi ſelf I have been told, 
He never wounds a Hcar: 

So deep, as when he tips with Gold 
The fatal piercing Dart 
The fatal, &c. 


les. tt. 


SONG CCXL. 
H: Chloris, could T now but fi: 


As unconcern'd as when 
Your infant Beauty cou'd beger 
No Happineſs ner Paia : 
When I this Dawning did adnure, 
And prais'd the coming Day, 
little thought that riſing Fine 
Wou'd take my Reſt away. 


Your Charms in harmleſs Childhood lav, 
As Metals in a Mine; 

Age from no Face takes more away 
Than Youil conceal'd in thincs 

But as your Charms iuſenſibly 
To their Perfection prefs'd, 

So Love, as unperceiv d, did fy, 
Aud center'd in my Bien. 
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My P.ffim with your Beauty grew 

While Cupid 24 my Heart, 
Still, as his Mother faruur'd you, 

Threw a new flamirg Dart: 


Rach glory'd in their wanton Part; 
Ta make a Lover, he, 


Employ d the vtmoſt of his Art;; 
To make a Beauty, ſhe. 


— 


SONG CCXLI. 
© the bleak Winds, on barren Sands, 


Wh:'e Delia dares her Charms expoſe 


To miffive Clobes, with glowing Hands, 
She forms the {ft deſcending Suows, 


The lovely Maid, from ev';y Part 
Colle ing, moulis with niceſt Cate 
The Flakes, leſs frozen than her Heare, 

L:fs than her downy Boſon fair. 


On my poor Breaſt her Arms ſhe tries; 
Leve!l!'1 ar me, like darted Flame 
From Fove', red Haud, the Pellet flic; ; 

As ſwifcits Cuurſe, as ſure its Aim 


Cold as I thought the fleecy Rain, 
Daſhock'd I ſtood, nor fear'd a Smart; 
While latent Fires, with peinted Pain, 


Shot thro' wy Veins, aid pierc'd my Heart, 
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Or with her Eyes ſhe warm't the Snow, 
(What Coldueſs can their Beans withſtand ' ) 
Or elſe (abe would not kindle ſo! ) 
It caught th lufettion from her Hand. 


So glowing Sceds to I"lints contin'd 
The Sun's euliv'ning Heat con veys : 

Thus Iron to the Loaditone join'd, 
Uſurps its Pow's, and wins its Praiſe. 


Jo ſtrongly influent ſhine her Charms, 

While Heav'n's own Light can ſearce appear; 
Wl.ile Winter's Rage his Rays diſarms, 

And blaits the Beauties of the Lear. 


To ev'ry Hope of Safety loft, 
In vain we fly the lovely Foe; 

Since Flames invade, diſguis'd in Froſt, 
And Capid tips his Dart with Snow. 


— 


SONG CCXLII. 

O the Brook and the Willow that heard 
him complain, 

Al VVillow ! Willow ! 


Poor Colin went weeping, and told them his Pain; 
Ab Willow, Willow 3 Ak Pillow, Willow. 


dweet Stream, he cry d ſadly, I'll each they te 


4b Millet, &c. 
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And the Waters ſhall rife to the Brink with my 


Woe: 
Ab Willow, &c. 


All reſtleſs and painful my Calia now lics, 
A' Vil w, &c. 

And counts the ſad Moments of Time as it fliec, 
Ab Willow, &c. 


To the Nymph, my Heart's Love, ye ſoft Slum 
bers repair ; 
A 111 Lore, &c. 
Spread your downy Wings o'er her, and Pl 
her your Care. 


Ab Viillow, &c. 


Let me be left reſtleſs, my Eyes never cloſe; 
A" Willow, &c. 

So the Sleep that I loſe gives my deat vac Kepuſe, 
Ab W:llow, &. 


DearStream, if you chance by her Pillow to creep, 
Ab Hilo, &c. 

Ferhaps your ſott Murmurs may lull her to Sleep 
40 Willow, &c. 


But if I am doom d to be wretched indeed, 
Ab Willow. &. 
And the Loſs of my Charmer the Fates have de- 
creed, 


Ah Mille, &c. 


| 
| 


| 


| 


fliec, 


lum · 
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Believe me, thou fait one, thou dear one believe, 
Ab illow, &c. 
Few Sighs to thy Loſs, and Few Tears will I * 
Ab Will», &c. 


One Fate to thy Clin and thee ſhall betide, 
Ah Willow, &c. 


A: ſoon lay thy Shepherd down by thy cold & cc, 
A" Willow, &c. 


Then glide, gentle Brook, aud to loic hyſelf 
haſte, 


Ah Wi'low, &c. 
Bear this ro my Willow, this Verſe is my lait 
Ah Willow, &c. 


 - 
— — — — 


SONG CCXLIII. 
HERE was and a Swain full fair, 


Was tripping it over the Graf ; 
Aud there he ſpy d, with her Nut-brown Hai, 
A pretty t- ht Country Laſs. 
Fair Damſel, ſays he, 
With an Air brisk and free, 
Come, let us each other know: 
She bluſh'd in his Face, 
And reply'd with a Grace, 
Pray forbear, Sir; No, no, no, nv, Se. 


The Lad, being bolder grown, 
Eudcayour'd to ſteal a Kits; 
Aa 
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She ery'd finn let me alone, 
D: {4 uv ner Note tor the Bliſs: 
And sen he begun, 
Slle would uz vet have done, 
B.t unte his Lips ſhe d. grows, 
Near ſmothet'd to Death, 
I. foon as ſhe'd Breath, 


She uenmer d out, No, no, no, no, Gn, 


Come, come, fays he, pretty Maid, 
Let's walk tv yon pr.vate (tore; 
Curia always lelights iu the cooling Sho le, 
Tlie I'll read thee a Leſſon of Loye; 
She mend her Pace, 
And haltes tothe Place; 
Eurit ber Leere you'll krow, 
Let a baſurul young Muſe 
Plead the Maiden Excuſe, 
And anſwer you, No, to, 1, ro, Sc. 


SONG CCXLIV. 
LTH no lefs various Patlions tot, 


Leander viewed the ba.it'tous Main; 


Each riſing Wind his Wiſh os cruit, 
Each Gwclling Wav? increas bis Pain, 


My Bret a diffrent More "$51.3 
A diffrent Canic my Fear wiarms; 
A Calm could favour his Defiies, 
My nercer Love expetts 3 Story, 
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May low ring Clouds and heavy Show'rs 
For once teheve a Lover's Care, 

Still to protet my happy v Hours, 
And kcep the beautcous C g: here. 


Hide, The, thy officions Light, 
I. t not one cloſs intruding, Ry 

De N hr, 
A. 4 Ii l, Us TH « berg! 1 Day. 
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SONG CCXLV. 


H! what a Plague is Love, 
I cannot bear it; 
She will inconſtant prove, 
I greatly fear it; 
It ſo torments my Mind, 
That my Meart faileth ; 
She wavers with the Wind, 
As a Ship Caileth ; 
Pleaſe her the belt I may 
She loves ſtill to gainſay, 
Alack, and well-a-day ! 
Phillida flouts me. 


At the Fair t'other Day, 
As ſhe paſs'd by me, 

She look'd another way, 
And wou'd not ſpy me. 


A4 2 
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I weo'ld her for to dine, 

But cou d not g-t hrs 
Diez hal her tothe ne, 

He might entreat het; 
With De; iel ſhe did dance, 
Oa me ſhe wou'd not glance; 
Oh thrice unhappy Chance! 


P :.: flouts me. 


Fair Mi l, be not i ;oys 
D» not d. Vain me, 

I am y Mother's Joy; 
Sweet, entertain me. 

Tt hail have, when ſhe dies, 
All Things tbat's ſitting, 

Hier Poultry and her Bees, 
Aud her Gooſe fitting; 

A Parc of Mattreſs Beds, 

A 'Virrcl full of Shreds : 

A! vor. for all rhote Goode, 

; FHiritaa flouts me 


often heard her (ay, 
That ſhe lov'd Puties; 

Iz the later Month of Al 
| gave her Roſes, 

Cuaiiips and July flowers, 
And the ſweet Lily, 

gut to deck the Bow't* 

Of my dear Fiz y. 


. 


0 
— 
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She did them all di{darn, 


And threw them back agar - 


Therefore ti flat and plein 
Fl :i!!;:da louts me 


They ſhait cat Curls and Cream 
Uthe Year lattirg, 
And drink the C!:ryital Stream, 

Picadant intaſting : 

Swig Whey unte! you bur}, 

Eat Pranible-Herries; 
Pye-bd and Pa? 8 Criiſt, 

Pears, Plumb and tcriie:? 
Thy Garments fh. I beten, 
Made of a Weather Skin; 

4 Let all's not Worth. a Pin, 
IJhilda ilgats me, 


Which Wey ſoe'er I go, 
FP hbe ſtill torment: me; 
And whatſvuc'er | do, 
Nothing contents me: 
I iade and pine away 
With Grief 4nd Sorrow; 
I fall quite 13 decay, 
Like any Shadow 3 
1 ſhall be dead, [| fe ur, 
Within a Thonſand Y car, 
Aud ali becauſe wy deer 


Pi und outs me. 


A a > 
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Fair Mailers, have a Care; 
And ian Time tale mes 
can! ave thoſe as fair, 
If you forfſiite me: 
There's Diel, the Dairy: Mid, 
Smii'don ne lately, 
And wanton I wif-c4 
Favours me greatly; 
One throws Milk on my Clothes, 
T'other plays with my Noſe, 
What pretty Toys are tl ofe ! 
Frilida fluuts me. 


She has a Cloath of mine, 
Wrought with blue Covent/ / 

Which ſhe keeps as a Sign 
Of my Filzlity : 

But if the frowns on me, 
She ſhall nc'er wear it : 

III give it my Maid Joan, 
Aud the ſhall tear it. 

Since 'twill no better be, 

I'll bear it patiently ; 

Vet all the World may ſee 

Phillida flouts me 


— 


SONG CCXLVI. 


H | where > the Plague in Love, 
That you can't bear it ? 
If Men wou'd corſtant prove, 


They need not fear it, 


| of ENGLISH SONGS. 27% 
Young M aidens, ſoft and Kind, 
? Are mo!t in Danger; 

Men warer with the Wind, 

Each Man's a Ranger: 
» Ti.cir Falſhood makes us know, 
That two Strings to our Bo 
Is beſt, I find it (o: 


Darna'y doubts me, 


'Tis I that ſhould deſpair, 
"Tis you that Ilight me. 
What tho', when at the Fair, 
Dick did invite me; 
Tho' Daniel with me danc'd, 
You may believe me, 
I often on thee glanc'd, 
I'd not deceive thee : 
1 ſaw thee look away, 
I knew the Reaſon why, 
I can fee with one Fye, 
Barnaby doubts me- 
Thou young and filly Boy, 
Do I diſdain thee? 
Becauſe enou':t Mother's Joy, 
I'd entertain thee ; 
Yet wiſh I not her Death, 
For augbt ſhe'd leave thee, 
Nor, when Time ſtops her Breath) ; 
Will I deceive thee. 
What care I for her Geeſe, 
Or Beds of carded Fleece ? 
Since this quite breaks my Peace, 


Barnaby doubts me- 


272 A Select COLLECTION: 


What tho' when I did ſay O!: 
That 1 lovr'd Poſes, . Wi; 
You, tn the Month of M tly M 
Brovghe me ſu cet Res? 5 
You never ſhew'd tke Thing 
That moſt would pleaſe me]; 1k 
A gay geld Wedding- Ring 1 
M ou'd {oun have cas'd me: But 
i ſMoul4 not with Diſdain 1 
Have throwa it back again; Y - 
I think 'tis flat and plan, \ 
Larne y doubts me. 0. 
Talk not of Curis aud Cream, l 
Pears, Plumbs and Cherricz, Un 
Nor of the chry lil Stream, Ho 
Or Bramble-berricer : But 
Moſt ſurcly you forget 
Our wonted Frisking- 
The Cock'ril on the Spit, Th 
And the Pork G:i5king ; \ 
With more that might be ſaid, V 
When [ got Dane to Bed; 0 
Vet, oh! unhar py Maid, Vil 
Barnaby doubts me. | 9 
Lou ſay, whace'es you do, Th 
Nothing chatents chee, l 
1 pray it mey h< fs, Oh 
While thou + rent ſt me: Th 
1 ine and Gp Wight, To 


Ai. wiſh for Morrow, 
£ can have no P. light, 
I'm full of Sorto v, 
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ON ! if I die, I fear. 

Within a Thouſand Year, 

My Ghoſt will make't appear, 
BPariaby doubts me, 


I knit thy Worſted Hoſe, 
T ſave the Penny, 
But wou'd not ſpot thy Clothes, 
Like idle Iiunv: 
Vet wantoa iner 
You like much better, 
O. Doll, the Daizy-Mad, 
If you cou'd get her. 
Ungrateful Baynaby, 
How can'ſt thou threaten me? 
But I knew how *twou'd be, 
Barnaby doubts me. 


The Cloath I have of thine 
Wrought with blue Coventry, 
Which thou gav'ſt as a Sign 
Of thy Ficlity, 
I'll give it back again, 
To thee, as Token, 
That by a perjur'd Swain: | 
My ſad Heart's broken. | 
Oh! Barnaby, unkind, 
Thou'lt quite diſtract my Mind, 
Too late, alas! I find 
Larnavy doubts me. 


274 A SeleZ COLLECT1On 


SONG CCXLVII. 


V 7 HY hangs that Cloud upon thy Bron? 


That beautcous Heav'n, cre while ſerene! 


Whence do theſe Sorms and Tempeſts flow ? 
Or what this Gut of Pefion mean? 

Ah! then muſt Mankind lofe that Light, 
Which in ihy Eye was vont to Nie ? 

And lie obſcur'd in cndl: fs Night, 
For each poor lilly Speech of mine? 


Dear Child, how can I wrong thy Name, 
Since 'tis acknowledg'd at all Hands, 
That could ill Tongues abuſe thy Fame, 
Thy Beauty can make large Amends? 
Or if I durſt prophanely try 
Thy Beautics pow'rful Charm's t'upbraid ; 
Thy Virtue well might give the Lie, 
Nor call thy Beauty to its Aid. 


For Venus, ev'ry Heart t'enſnare, 
With all her Charms has deck'd thy * 
And Pallas, with unuſual Care, 
Bids Wiſlom heighten ev'ry Grace, 
Who can the double Pain endure, 
Or who muſt not teſigu the Field 
To thee, celeſtial Maid, ſecure 
With Cubis Bun, and Pallas' Sbield? 


If then to the ſuch Pow'r is gis'n, 
Let not a Wretch in Torment hee: 

But ſmile, and learu to copy Heav'n, 
ince we mult ſip, ere it torgive. 


Bu 


7 


ene! 
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Vet pitying Heav'n not ouly does 


. th' Offender and th' Olfeuee, 
But ev itſeif, appeas d, beſtows 
As the Reward of Penitence. 


— —— 


SONG CCXLVIII. 


7 HIL E from my Looks, fait Nymp!: you 
guets 
The ſecrer Paflions of my Mind, 
My heavy Eyes, you fay, confels 
A Heart to Love and Grief inclin'd, 


There needs, alas ' but little Art 
To have this fatal Secret found ; 
With the fame Eaſe you threw the Dart, 
"Tis certain you may ſhew the Wound, 


How can I ſee you, and not love, 
While you as op'ning Eaſt arc fair? 
While cold as Northern Blaſts you prove) 
How can L love aud not deſpuir? 


The Wretch in double Letters bound, 
Your potent Mercy may releaſe: 
Soon, if my Love but once were crown'd 


Fair Prophete(s, my Grief would ceaſe. 


SONG CCXLIX. 


OU laugh to ſee me fond appear 
Of one nor worth the Patt, Fal, Lal, 8 
A Wretch by Nature infincere, 
And amorou: by Art. Fal, fal, fit, & 


276 A Select CorrEtcrion 
Wrong not a well-meant honeſt Flame, 
To Lais undeſigu'd; 
"Tis to her Scx, not her, I am 
So ardent aud ſo kind. tz!, lu, lal, &c. 


Where now the mighty Diff rence ſhown 

In a hat wediftf'rent do? Fal, lal, Lal bee 
Oac feigus to all alike, and one __ 

To all alike is true. Fal, L1,lal, &c. 
As hoth have Hundreds done before, 

Each other we carcf: ; 


Impartial the loves no Man more, 
And I no Woman leſs. Lal, lal, lal, &c. 


SONG CCL. 


PON Clarinda's panting Breaſt, 
The happy Strephon lay; 
With Love and Beauty jointly preſt 
To paſs the Time away. 
Fr:ſh Raprures of tranſporting Love 
Struck all his Senſes dumb F 
He envy d not the Pow'rs above, 
Nor all the Joys to come. 


As kees atound the Garden rove, 
To fetehi their Treaſures home; 

So Streſ hon trac'd the Fields of Love, 
To gil her Honey-combv: 

Jes ru y Lips le kifs'd ani preſt, 
From whence all Joys d:nve ; 

Then, humming rouud her ſhowy Bicalts 
Strait crept in to her Hive. 


